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The Chinese Dwarf seemed to be having everything his own way. The wood was rapidly piled 
around Old King Brady and Harry. The other Chinamen watched all these prepara- 
tions with stolid indifference.' There seemed no hope of escape. 
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CHAPTEK I. 

A MYSTERY OP THE BAEBARY COAST. 

On the morning of June 30th, 1906, three persons 
ascended the stairs of the little two-story shack on lower 
Market street, San Francisco, California, in which at that 
time was located the office of Secret Service Commissioner 
Narraway. 

They were the three constituting the famous Brady 
Detective Bureau of the City of New York. 

Foremost was Old King Brady, wearing his long blue« 
coat, with brass buttons, his old-fashioned jstock and 
stand-up collar and his big white hat with its wide brim. 

Young King Brady, the old detective's former pupil, 
followed. 

Last came Miss Alice Montgomery,- the female member 
of this famous firm. 

The Bradys, acting under orders from the Secret Ser- 
vice Bureau at Washington, had come to "the coast" post- 
haste and were now completing their instructions by re- 
porting to Mr. Narraway. 

That gentleman proved, however, to be absent up the 
State. 

The Bradys found a letter awaiting them which read 
as follows: 

"I should have remained in town pending your arrival 
if important business had not called me away. 

"The summons means simply this: 

"We have every reason to believe that the opium smug- 
glers have broken loose again and that large quantities of 
the drug are being brought into this port without paying 
duty. 

"Who are the principals in the matter and what their 
scheme is we have no idea, but we do know that the present 
stock of opium in the San Francisco market is far in 
excess of what it should be. 

"My instructions are that you are to investigate this 
question thoroughly. I expect to be in town on Tuesday 
and we will discuss the matter at length then. 

"Sincerely yours, P. H. Narraway." 

Old King Brady having read his letter, handed it to 
HaTry, his pupil and partner. 

"Just keep that," he said. "You need not read it now." 
They immediately left the office. 
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"What's all that about?" demanded Harry. "Why were 
you in such a hurry to get out?" 

"Did you not observe that Mr. Narraway has a new 
clerk?" replied the old detective. "As you are aware, 
there have been several occasions of late where we have 
run up against leaks in our Secret Service work. I don't 
care to discuss our affairs before a stranger. That's all." 

"But what's the case?" 

"There is no case. Simply too much opium on the San 
Francisco market. We are expected to turn up a gang of 
opium smugglers." 

"Even if we manufacture them," said Alice. 

"Eight. It ought not to be impossible to produce them. 
Opium smuggling is going on in this post all the time." 

"To say nothing of New York," put in Harry. 

"Quite so. But now we must get at it and get done 
with it, for I don't care to remain here any great length 
of time. You, Harry, and you, Alice, better get busy 
among the Chinks while I will tackle the drug trade and 
see if I can pick up a few points. We will part here, as I 
have an idea which I want to immediately work up." 

Thus saying, Old King Brady turned down Sansome 
street, leaving his partners with unusual abruptness. 

"What can have struck him?" queried Alice. "One 
would think he knew just where to put his finger on these 
smugglers from the way he acts." 

He knows a great deal about San Francisco and is 
acquainted with many people here," replied Harry. "But 
you can't tell what he is driving at. Question is what shall 
we do?" 

"I suppose it means disguise as Chinamen in our usual 
style." 

"Let us get down to Portsmouth Square and move about 
the refugee camp first. We may see something to give us 
a start." 

At this period, owing to the total destruction of San 
Francisco's wonderful Chinese quarter by earthquake and 
fire, the people of the Chinese colony were largely congre- 
gated on the old Plaza, or Portsmouth Square, as it is now 
called. 

Here the Chinese were living in little frame shacks, all 
of one pattern, and heTe the bulk of them still live, 
although Chinatown is rapidly building up, and will within 
a year probably be fully restored. 

In working up their Chinese cases Alice has proved of 
the greatest assistance to the Bradys. 

This shrewd young woman was bom and reared in 
China, being the daughter of a missionary, and her knowl- 
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edge of the Chinese language is so complete that she can 
both speak and read it freely. 

They strolled up Market street to Kearney and thence 
proceeded to Portsmouth Square, where they wandered 
about the refugee camp for a while. 

Finding nothing here to interest them, they went up on 
Dupont street and walked among the ruins. 

They had just crossed Pacific avenue, entering thus 
upon what had once been the far-famed "Barbary Coast," 
the "Tenderloin" of San Francisco, when they saw a crowd 
made up largely of Chinamen gathered in front of a build- 
ing which had only been partially destroyed. 

"Some excitement," remarked Alice. 

"Yes," replied Harry. "It is a cold day when there is 
nothing doing here. . Suppose we butt in and see what it's 
•all about." 

But this was easier said than done. 

The street was blocked by chattering Celestials. 

Two policemen guarded the door leading up to the 
second story of the ruined house. 

"Listen to what they are saying, Alice," said Harry. 
"I'll leave it to you whether it is worth while to investi- 
gate this business or not." 

They mingled with the crowd. 

The next Harry knew Alice was addressing a man in 
Chinese. 

The fellow stared at her with wide-open eyes. 
A moment later they were "hinging" and "hanging" 
together. 

The Chinaman seemed quite overcome to find a white 
woman able to speak his peculiar tongue. 

Alice took Harry's arm and drew him on. 

"Well?" demanded Young King Brady. 

"He says that a Chinaman has been murdered upstairs 
in that house." 

"By whom?" 

"Highbinders, he thinks, but he is not sure. He made 
use of a term which I never heard before." 
"Which is what?" 

"Literally translated, it would be cue-hunters." 

"In what connection?" 

"As having done the murder." 

"You mean these hair-gatherers?" 

"Yes." 

"Probably they have cut off the dead man's pigtail." 
"He says so." 

" Cue-Hunters would be a good translation, perhaps." 
"I am satisfied that is precisely what the expression 
means." 

"I think we better take this affair in." 
"As there is nothing else doing, yes." 
"Here comes the ambulance. The man may not be 
dead." 

With its bell jangling, the ambulance forced its way 
-through the scattering crowd. 

Following in its wake, Young King Brady and Alice 



succeeded in reaching the door just as the young doctor 
started upstairs. 

"Keep back," said one of the policemen gruffly, and he 
barred the way. 

Young King Brady displayed his shield and the officer 
stepped aside. 

"But not the lady," he said. 

"She is a detective, too." 

The officer offered no further objection, and they went 
upstairs. ' 

The room which they entered was a large rear chamber. . 

The ceiling had partially fallen, the windows were all 
broken and some blackened remains of furniture stood 
about. 

There were several Chinamen in the room and one 
policeman. 

The Coroner and the ambulance surgeon were also 
present. 

Upon an old lounge lay a Chinaman who appeared to be 
dead. 

His cue had been cut off close to his shaven head. 

It was not possible to come close up to him, as the doctor 
and the Coroner, with two Chinamen, crowded around. 

Harry and Alice stood listening to their talk. 

"It's the same mark," said the Coroner. 

"Seems to have been burned with a hot iron," said the 
doctor. 

"Are you sure it's that?" demanded the Coroner. "It 
don't look that way to me. Nor did the others." 

"How many others have there been?" 

"This makes the fourth in a month. All had the same 
mark." 

"Singular. Let me examine more closely." 
The doctor seemed to be examining the dead man's 
forehead. 

Harry shifted his position and saw that upon the fore- 
head of the dead man was a peculiar reddish mark like a 
star. 

"Done with acid," said the doctor. 

"So I think, and so I thought in the other cases," re- 
plied the Coroner. 

"Had the pigtail been cut off in each of the other 
cases?" demanded the doctor. 

"Yes; in every one of them." 

Thus they talked. ' 
Harry waited his chance. 

The doctor had been summoned for the purpose of 
officially pronouncing the man dead, it would appear, and 
the intention was to remove the body at once. 

While preparations to this effect were being made 
Young King Brady succeeded in getting the Coroner's ear. 

Introducing Alice and himself, he asked about the case. 

"It is a complete mystery, Mr. Brady," said the Coroner. 
"The body of this man was discovered by some workmen 
who were preparing to pull this building down. Whoever 
he is, he can't have been dead more than twenty-four 
hours. We have had four such cases within a month." 
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"So I heard you say. Tell me more about them. I am 
interested in all such mysteries." 

"Well, all there is to tell is what you see here for your- 
self. In each case a Chinaman has been found dead in 
some half-ruined building like this with his pigtail cut off 
and that same scar on his forehead. The strange part of 
the business is that none of the dead men have been identi- 
fied. Many Chinamen have viewed the bodies, but no one 
seems to know who the victims are." 

"How was this man killed?" 

"Shot through the heart." 

"And the others?" 

"Each one was the same." 

"May they not be cases of suicide?" 

" One might think so, but in no case has a revolver been 
found." 

"That would seem to spoil the suicide theory." 

"Exactly. The whole thing is a deep mystery, and I for 
one should be very glad to see it solved." 

"May I have a closer look at the body?" demanded 
Alice suddenly. 

"Certainly, if you wish," replied the Coroner, and he 
ordered those about the lounge to move aside. 

Alice stood for some little time contemplating the fea- 
tures of the dead Chinaman. 

"Well?" demanded the Coroner as she turned away. 

"Oh, I don't see anything of particular interest," re- 
plied Alice. 

"Miss Montgomery was brought up among the Chi- 
nese," explained Harry. 

"Indeed," said the Coroner, "and do you speak their 
language, miss?" 

"I do," replied Alice. 

"Bemarkable !" exclaimed the Coroner. "I never heard 
of a white woman being able to do that." 

As they were now about to carry the remains downstairs, 
Harry and Alice withdrew. 

"Did you tumble to anything, Alice?" demanded Harry 
as they walked back along Dupont street. 

"I did, most decidedly," replied Alice, "but as we are 
not working for the San Francisco police, I thought I 
would keep the information to myself." 

"And quite right. What was it?" 

"That is no star on the forehead, Harry." 

"And what, then?" 

"It is a Chinese character." 

"Ah ! You think it was branded with a hot iron?" 
"I do most decidedly." 

"And I also did not take kindly to the acid theory. But 
what does this character mean?" 
"It means traitor." 

"Which would seem to indicate that the dead man was a 
member of some Chinese society and had betrayed its 
secrets ?" 

"That is the way I regard it. The loss of the cue indi- 
cates that also." 



" Certainly. It is the greatest disgrace that can happen 
to a Chinaman to lose his cue." 

" So we have turned up something to report to Old King 
Brady." 

And it was all that they did turn up. 

After walking about for some little time, and seeing that 
nothing was likely to come of it, Harry and Alice went to 
the Palace Hotel, where they had engaged rooms. 

( 



CHAPTEB II. 

HAEET HAS A NABBOW ESCAPE. 

Alice was quite right when she said that Old King Brady 
had some definite idea. 

The old detective walked down Sansome street to Sacra- 
mento and down Sacramento to Drumm, where he turned 
into an old ark of a building and went upstairs. 

Here on the water front a fringe of old buildings which 
should have fallen a prey to the flames for some strange 
reason escaped. 

In the hall to which Old King Brady had now pene- 
trated there were sundry doors bearing tin signs which 
indicated that the occupants of these offices were engaged 
in the shipping interest. 

Upon one door was a sign reading simply, "Angus Mc- 
Floyd." 

Here Old King Brady entered. 

It was a shabby little room with bare floor, a rickety 
desk and a few chairs. . 

Seated at the desk was a little hunchback, an elderly 
man with a huge head, which set deep down between a pair 
of high, rounded shoulders. 

"Hello, Mr. Brady !" cried the hunchback. "Well, well !' 
Glad to see you! When, did you come to town? Excuse 
me getting up. I'm lower than ever these days." 

"Keep your seat, keep your seat!" replied Old King 
Brady, advancing, and shaking hands. "How are you, Mac? 
Sorry you don't feel well." - 

"Oh, I'm well enough for that matter," was the reply- 
"It is just my legs. They bother me all the time. You 
see, they were never built for this clumsy body of mine." 

This was a fact. 

Anyone could see that the little man's legs were not 
much bigger than those of a half-grown child. 

Old King Brady pulled up a chair. 

"When did you hit San Francisco?" demanded MeFloyd. 

"That notable event occurred yesterday afternoon, Mac. 
You seem to have been shaking things up pretty well 
here." 

"It's the worst ever, Brady. You should have been here 
to see it." 

"Well, that is what I was." 

"Do you mean it? You were here during the fire?" 
"And the earthquake." 
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'•'Oh, it was the fire that did the mischief." 
Old King Brady laughed. 

"I see you are like all other San Franciscans, Mac," he 
said. "You won't admit that there ever was such. a thing 
as an earthquake on the coast." 

"Never you mind. We shall be bigger and better than 
ever in a j r ear's time." 

"But what do you want of me, Brady?" demanded the 
little man, changing the subject abruptly. "Of course I 
know you must want something or you wouldn't have 
come." 

"Mac," replied the old detective, "where's Sandy Mc- 
Gown?" 

"He's alive." 

"In the pen or out?" 

"Out. He came out six months ago. He was in here 
yesterday." 

"Looking for someone to stake him in some piratical 
expedition?" 

"I guess that's about the size of it. If he could get 
someone who would stake him he would be -chartering a 
schooner blame quick." 

"Have you any idea where I should be likely to find 
him?" 

"Yes. He was in here the other day. I know where he 
is stopping." 

" Good ! I thought it likely you might know." 
"Will you write me his address?" ' 
"No." 

"All right, Mac." 

"Oh, I'm not refusing, Brady. You won't have to go 
far to find him." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Why, he has a room upstairs here. The offices on the 
top floor are in such a condition that nobody wants to hire 
them. Since the fire most of them have been rented as 
lodging rooms. Sandy has one now." 

"That's all right, Mac. I was sure you would help me 
■out. Which one?" 

"The last on the left. Likely you will find him there 
now. He was in here pretty drunk just before I closed up 
last night. Probably he finished the job and you will find 
him sleeping late this morning." 

"Good ! I have hit it off just as I hoped I might. Well, 
so-long, Mac. Hope your legs will soon be better." 

And thus saying, Old King Brady pulled out. 

It is ever thus with the old detective. 

In almost every city in the United States he has friends 
who are under obligations to him. 

In the ease of the hunchback, McFloyd, Old King Brady 
had been the means of establishing him in his present 
business as a broker in coasting freight, which had proved 
profitable enough. 

There were few men engaged in the coasting trade that 
Angus McFloyd did not know, and Sandy McGown was 
certainly not one of the few. 

This man was a born adventurer. 



He had come to California as a young gold hunter in '49. 

Three times he had made his pile, but only to lose it 
again, and once he was worth a million. 

He had led a filibustering expedition into Central Amer- 
ica, he had been a pearl pirate in the South Seas; more 
than one cargo of "laborers" had he run from the Pacific 
islands into Australia, where they were put to work under 
"contract;" in other words, made slaves. 

As for pelagic sealing, that was Sandy's regular diet, 
and for this he had been arrested about three yqars before 
and sent to the penitentiary. 

As Old King Brady happened to know the man, he also 
knew that there was no one more likely to aid him in his 
opium ease than Sandy McGown, who had many times 
dipped into the business himself. 

So Old King Brady went upstairs, and walking the 
length of the shabby hallway, pounded vigorously upon 
the last door on the left. 

It required much pounding before he received a re- 
sponse. 

At last a gruff voice demanded, "Who's there !" 

"McGown, this is Old King Brady," the detective called 
through the keyhole. 

He could hear a growling voice within and somebody 
getting out of bed. 

Then the bolt was shot and the door opened. 

"A pretty time to disturb a fellow," growled the grizzled 
old seadog, crawling back into bed. "All the same I am 
glad to see you. What do you want ?" 

Old King Brady shut the door and drew up a chair. 

He knew that to get anything out of this man it would 
be necessary to come to the point at once, so he briefly 
stated his case. 

Old Sandy looked wise. 

Pulling himself up in bed, he asked for a cigar, and 
having lit it he said: 

"I think I can put you next." 
"Very good." 

"And what is there in it for me?" 

"I'll see the Secret Service Commissioner and get him 
to name a reward; it will probably be a percentage on the 
hop recovered and an upset sum to be paid on conviction 
of the smugglers." 

"That would mean that I shall have to appear as a wit- 
ness against them?" 

"Yes." 

"I won't do it. You'll have to fix it some other way." 
"And how?" 

"Give me twenty-five per cent, of what you get." 

"That wouldn't suit you. Our fees have been cut down 
of late; but I'll tell you what I'll do if we succeed, I'll 
guarantee you a thousand dollars. Part of it at least I 
shall put in my bill of expenses. I have a perfect right to 
do it, for it might take me six months to get next to this 
gang and that would cost the government more in the 
end." 

"That's too blamed little." 
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"Are you sure you can put me next?" 

"Pretty sure. Can't say for certain, of course." 

"It's all I can promise you. If there is a big haul of 
hop, very likely I can raise the ante somewhat." 

"Oh, well, all right, I'll go you, Brady. I know just 
how to use a thousand about now." 

"Well ! Bust ahead. You have suspicions as to who 
may be controlling this gang?" 

"Yes." 

"White or Chink?" 

"Chink. When can you get on the job?" 
"This afternoon. You'll hare to stake me, though. 
I'm clean broke." 
"How much?" 
"Say a hundred." 

"It is yours. When and where shall we meet?" 
"There's no better place than this; come here to-night." 
"Very good." 

" Probably we shall need an interpreter. Do you know 
anyone you can trust?" 
"Yes." 
"Who?" 

"A young lady." 

"Young lady be blowed! I want someone who savees 
the Chink talk." 

"That's what I mean. I know the very person. What's 
more, she is a member of my firm." * 

"Oh, I didn't know that you had a woman in the firm. 
I heard you had taken a pupil, though." 

"That was long ago. My pupil is now my partner. So 
is the young lady in question." 

"And she is white?" 

"The whitest ever." 

"Oh, I don't mean that. You know what I mean." 

"Yes, and she is white in the way you mean it, too." 

"But I'm afraid I can't use a woman, Brady. If I suc- 
ceed in what I propose to undertake it may mean big risk." 

"Oh, this woman is different from others. She can 
come disguised as a man and you would never know the 
difference." 

"Could she come disguised as a Chink?" 
"Yes; she can do that, too, and so can Harry; my part- 
ner, I mean." 

"Well, let it be that way then. I might not want to use 
N them; then again, I might." 

After some further conversation Old King Brady left 
Sandy McGown with the understanding that they should 
meet at nine o'clock. 

Eeturning to the Palace Hotel, it pleased the old de^. 
tective to make a mystery of all he had done. 

Not a hint did he give his partners further than to 
state that he had made a beginning and that Harry and 
Alice were to make up in Chinese costume. 

This was agreed upon and Old King Brady then asked 
them what report they had to make. 

"Well, none so far as the case is concerned," replied 



Harry. "All the same, we have unearthed a Chinese 
mystery." 

He went on to tell of what they had run up against. 

"Drop it at once," said Old King Brady. "We can't 
undertake any such matter while we have Secret Service 
business on hand." 

So directly after supper Harry and Alice went to the 
Kearney street costumer usually patronized by the Bradys, 
and as this man had managed to get together some stock 
which he carried in a little frame shack where he also 
lived temporarily, they were able to fix themselves up as 
they wished. 

They still had an hour on their hands at the time these 
preparations were complete and they strolled over to the 
Barbary Coast to see if they could pick up any further 
points on the murder ease, just for their own satisfaction. 

But the excitement had all died out and the half -ruined 
house which had been the scene of the. murder appeared 
quite deserted. 

Harry and Alice, being now in Chinese disguise, were 
able to mingle with the Chinks. 

But these were not very numerous, this end of Dupont 
street being beyond the old limits of Chinatown. 

None that Alice spoke to — and she tackled several — 
seemed to know anything about the murder. 

There are so many Chinese in San Francisco that to 
some this would not have seemed strange. 

But Alice was not satisfied to take it that way. 

"They are horribly afraid and won't talk," she said. 
"That is certain. Even my Chinese don't help me here." 

"It is a queer business," replied Harry. "Suppose we 
take the place in for a few minutes?" 

"I am willing. I should like to see more of it myself," 
was the reply. 

So they proceeded to the house and groped their way 
up the gloomy stairs. 

The room in which the murder had been committed, or 
rather, we should have said, in which the victim had been 
discovered, was lighted by a large arc lamp which was 
burning on Stockton street and shone directly into the 
windows, as no buildings were standing between. 

The window sashes were gone and the room was thus 
open to the night. 

"Whatever could have brought that Chink in here?" 
queried Harry, looking around. "This furniture is not 
such as the Chinese use. It seems to me that this room 
was probably occupied by whites." 

"It looks that way," replied Alice; "but then the body 
might have been brought in here, of course." 

"There is that chance. Just the same I doubt it. Eisky 
business, that." 

They strolled into the next room. 

Here there was more evidence of white occupancy. 

In the corner lay a pile of half -burned paper novels. In 
a closet were some articles of woman's clothing, which 
certainly had never been used by any Chinese specimen of 
the female sex. 
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Here the ceiling had fallen and the lathing was all 
broken away in places. There seemed to be an attic over- 
head. 

"There ought to be some way of getting up to that 
place," said Young King Brady. 

He had scarcely uttered the words when the report of a 
revolver rang out and a shot came, whizzing down through 
the broken laths right past his head, missing him by a 
close shave. 



CHAPTEE III. 

THE BRADYS FIND THEMSELVES FAIRLY STARTED OK THEIR 

CASE. 

So suddenly was this surprise sprung upon them that 
for a moment Harry made no move. 

Then seizing Alice by the arm, he dragged her out of 
the room and to the stairs. 

" Quick ! We must get out of this," he cried. 

" Goodness, Harry ! Don't pull me about so !" said Alice. 
- "I can walk." 

"Downstairs with you, quick!" gasped Young King 
Brady. "You are altogether too dear to me, Alice, to 
make me want to take chances on your life in a case which 
does not concern us." 

They ran downstairs and gained the street. 

No one followed, although both expected it. 

Harry had only spoken the truth. 

His fair partner was, indeed, very dear to him. 

More than once had he asked for her hand, but thus far 
Alice had always declined to consider his suit seriously. 

Not that she did not return his affection in a measure,. 
for this she certainly did. 

But Alice had become altogether too fond of the adven- 
turous business which she had chosen to be willing to tie 
herself down to humdrum married life. 

"That house needs further attention!" she said afteT 
they had waited a few minutes, expecting someone to 
appear. 

"I should say so," replied Harry. "But it would have 
been a nice piece of business if you had been shot. Think 
what the Governor would have said ! And after he par- 
ticularly ordered us to let that matteT alone." 

"We had no business there." 

"That's right." 

"Just the same, you were the one who were nearly shot. 
The bullet did not come anywhere neaT me." 

"Near enough! Too near. But, come, we may as well 
get out of this. We have no more than time to keep our 
appointment." 

And so they went down on Drumm street, where they 
found Old King Brady standing at the door of the old 
building smoking a cigar. 

"Are we? on time?" demanded Harry, looking at his 
watch. 



"I think so," was the reply. "By the way, what was. 
your hurry?" 

"Hurry? What do you mean?" 

"Why, you went out of that door as though you had' 
been shot out of a gun." 

Young King Brady looked foolish. 

Alice, who often has to get Harry out of similar scrapes,, 
laughed. 

"So you were watching us?" she said. "Well, that was- 
my doings. I insisted upon going into that house." 
/'Nonsense ! I alone am responsible," Harry exclaimed. 

"Both responsible. It would have been just as well if' 
you had obeyed orders," grunted the old detective. "But 
what happened? Why did you come running downstairs?" 

"Somebody fired at us," said Harry. 

"See the person?" 

"No. The shot came from the garret through the- 
broken plastering." 

"Humph!" 
i "But, Governor, where were you?" 

"Busy trying to find out whether you intended to obey 
orders or not, young man." 
. "Well, you found out." 
"I did." 

"I apologize. It shall not occur again." 
"Ditto," added Alice. "The fault was all mine." 
"No, mine !" objected Harry. 

"But where were you, Governor?" he persisted. "I 
don't see how I could have missed you ?" 

"But I missed you, Harry. Prankly, I was in the garret. 
I missed you a moment after the shot was fired ! As soon ' 
as you recovered from your astonishment you began to tell 
Alice how- much you loved her and then you both lit out." 

"Did you fire that shot?" 

"I did not." 

"Who did?" 

"As a punishment for your disobedience I propose to 
keep the secret, for the present at least." 
Now all this was very vexatious. 

But having been caught with the goods, so to speak, 
Young King Brady said no more. 

He knew that sooner or later his partneT was certain to 
tell him all about it. 

"We must get busy," said the old detective. "There is 
a man upstairs whom we have to see. Slide in." 

They ascended to the top floor and knocked on Sandy 
McGown's door. 

It was immediately opened by the old pirate in person. 

He stared in surprise at the supposed Chinamen. 

"Brady, do you mean to tell me that these are not real 
Chinks ?" he exclaimed. 

"No more than you are," laughed the old detective, and 
he introduced his partners. 

"And can you really talk Chinee, miss?" demanded 
Sandy. 

"I really can, Mr. McGown," replied Alice. 
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"Let's hear you. You can't fool me. I know the real 
thing." 

Thus urged, Alice gave a sample of her skill. 

"It's sure Chink patter," said Sandy. "Blame me if I 
would have believed it !" 

"And now to business," broke in Old King Brady. 
"What are we to do?" 

"It's like this," replied Sandy. "When I made that 
deal with you this morning, I only had one idea in mind. 
I have put that into practice. Ih a way it has worked. It 
is up to you to do the rest of the thinking and planning, 
though, of course, I am with you till the finish. I'll help 
all I can." 

"Right," said Old King Brady, "and what is the story, 
Sandy?" 

"The story is just this. I imagined that. this smuggling 
might be done by the Ging Yok bunch. I had noticed 
Yok going into a certain place on Clay street nights, down 
by the water front. . You have heard of Ging Yok, of 
course?" 

"Can't say I have." 

"So? You surprise me. He is one of the slickest smug- 
glers in San Francisco, and what is more he has never been 
ketched yet. That's because he don't keep at it all the 
time." 

"Because he has never been caught is probably the 
reason I never happened to hear of him." 

"If you once had seen him you wouldn't never forget 
Mm. He's a dwarf." 

"Yes?" 

"Yes, and just about the ugliest-looking specimen you 
ever laid eyes on. He's up to something, Brady, that's 
sure, but whether he is the man you want or not of course 
I wouldn't undertake to say." 

"And what's the programme?" 

"I'll take you to the place he holds out in. They rent 
rooms upstairs and I managed to hire one by good luck. 
I thought likely you could bore a hole through the floor 
or something. There's private rooms below. Of course 
they mightn't meet in the one right underneath us, but it 
was the best I could do in the time I've had." 

"Sandy, you have done first-rate," replied Old King 
Brady. "But now to put your scheme to the test." 

"That's up to you, boss." 

"And I accept the commission. This place is a saloon?" 
"Yes; it's Tony the Greaser's." 

"I knew it. I have taken a gang of *hop smugglers out 
of there once before. If you could not have helped me it 
would have been the first place I should have struck in at." 

"That's it." 

"You are known to Tony?" 

"Sure. I took the room in my own name." 

"Very good. You and I will go there together, then. 
Harry, you and Alice are to call on us just half an hour 
after we enter — see?" 

"Right." 

"And this time orders will be obeyed?" 



"They certainly will, Governor. Now don't trouble 
yourself any more about that." 

And this was the last allusion Old King Brady made to 
the matter. 

In spite of his kind-heartedness and broad-minded char- 
ity, Old King Brady is a strict disciplinarian, as no one 
knows better than Harry himself. 

Sandy now locked up his place and he and Old King 
Brady went down on Clay street. 

Harry and Alice slowly followed. 

"Singular that he should have been in that house," 
mused Harry. 

"It must have been that he was determined to find out 
whether we were going to obey him or not," said Alice. 

"No; he wouldn't do that with me now. It was an acci- 
dent. I am suje he had no intention of going there when 
we left him after supper. But no matter. It will all come 
out sometime or another." 

They kept on and located Tony the Greaser's. 

It was a low, waterfront saloon of the worst type, being 
like the Drumm street building — one of the few which had 
escaped the fire. 

They went down on a wharf, where they stood for a few 
minutes looking off on the moonlit bay. 

The romance of the scene was suggestive of lovemaking, 
and it is not strange that Harry's arm found its way 
around his fair partner's waist. 

Time was when Alice would have resented this, but she 
did not do it now. 

The fact is Alice had been not a little startled at Harry's 
narrow escape. 

She had been thinking how she should have felt if the 
mysterious shot had accomplished its deadly purpose. 

After awhile they wandered back in sight of Tony the 
Greaser's. 

"Time's up," said Harry. "We better get in." 
"Wait !" breathed Alice. 
"Hello! What now?" 

"That man spoke of a Chinese dwarf. What about that 
old fellow coming down the street being the man?" 

Harry had not noticed him, but now, as he looked, he 
saw a strange figure coming their way. 

It was an undersized Chinaman, enormously fat, with a 
crooked back and a big, ugly head. 

A sort of Celestial Angus McFloyd on a large scale, 
in fact. 

Young King Brady had never seen so ugly a specimen 
of the Chinese race. 

"I should say he would fill the bill," he exclaimed. 

"Shall we wait a minute and see if he goes into the 
Greaser's?" 

"By all means; but let us walk toward him. He must 
not be allowed to suspect." 

With their hands thrust into the sleeves of their blouses, 
Chinese fashion, they moved up the street. 

The Chinese dwarf eyed them for an instant, but shuf- 
fled right on. 
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"How old should you say he was?" demanded Harry. 
"Fifty odd, for a guess," replied AJice. 
"All Chinks look alike to me." 

"They don't to me, then. There is as much individu- 
ality among them as there is among whites." 

"There ! he has gone into the Greaser's." 

"That's right. We better get inside." 

They crossed the street and tried the side door. 

It opened readily and they groped their way upstairs to 
the third floor. 

Here a grimy lamp burned in a niche. 
"Wonder which room it is?" breathed Harry. 
Juse then a door opened and Old King Brady peered 
out. 

"In here," he whispered. 

They slipped into a little room and the old detective 
closed the door. 

Sandy was sitting on the bed, which had been moved 
out into the middle of the room. 

Harry saw that an auger hole had been bored in the 
floor underneath where the bed had stood and a faint glim- 
mer of light shone through. 

"Isn't that a risk?" he asked. "Suppose you have 
knocked the plaster down?" 

"Captain McGown looked into the place this morning. 
The ceiling is boards, same as this." 

"Even so, it might show." 

"We are taking chances, Harry." 

"Anyone in there now?" 

"No." 

"We saw a humpbacked Chink go into the saloon; don't 
know whether he is your dwarf or not." 
"Very fat?" demanded Sandy. 
"Yes; as big as a house." 

"That's Ging Yok. There should be something doing 
soon, if only they meet in the room below." 

"That's where we are taking chances again," said Sandy. 

"By the way," remarked Old King Brady, "what is the 
regular business of this dwarf?" 

"He used to run a lottery at one time. I don't know 
what he has been doing of late. Nothing much except to 
follow the races, I reckon. He does that right along." 

"Is he supposed to be rich?" 

"They say so; but who can tell?" 

They remained talking in an undertone for about half 
an hour, when a stir and voices were suddenly heard in the 
room below. 

Old King Brady got down on his knees and put his ear 
to the auger hole. 

Thus he remained for a moment, and then moving away, 
Beckoned to Alice. 

"Your job," he whispered. 

"Chinks?" breathed Sandy. 

Old King Brady nodded. 

Alice got down on the floor and for a long time re- 
mained listening. 



Old King . Brady in the meantime passed around the 
cigars and they remained smoking in silence. 

All this time the voices continued to* be heard. 

At last Alice got up and put her foot over the hole. 

"They are through talking business now," she whis- 
peued. 

"Well?" demanded Old King Brady. 

"They are opium smugglers all right. The dwarf is 
going somewhere in a boat when he leaves here. It is 
lying at the foot of Washington street under a wharf. J 
thought probably you would want to follow, in which case 
we ought to pull right out." 

"Eight," said Old King Brady. "Sandy, your job.* 

"I can get a boat," replied McGown, "but it will take 
half an hour." 

"Probably it would take us longer to get one ourselves. 
Where will you pick us up ?" 

"At the Sacramento street pier." 

"Good ! We will pull right out. We best go first." 

"Yes, in case we are being spied on." 

"We take no chances. Don't be an instant longer than 
you can help, Sandy." 

"Bank on that," replied the pirate. 

Old King Brady slipped out then. 

Harry and Alice followed within a few minutes. 

They could see nothing of the old detective when they 
struck the street. 

"Well," said Harry, "there is one thing sure, we are 
fairly started on our case." 



CHAPTEB IV. 

SHADOWING ABOUT THE BAT. 

"I suppose we may as well get down.on the wharf," said 
Young King Brady, after they found themselves well 
away from Tony the Greaser's; "I don't doubt that we 
shall find the Governor there." 

"The sooner the better," replied Alice. "I have a lot 
to say and it should be talked out before we meet that man 
McGown." 

"Something you overheard?" 

"Yes." 

"Tell it." 

"I don't care to tell it but once, Harry." 
"Oh, all right. Suit yourself." 

"Now you are jealous because I won't make you a special 
confidant." 

"Not at all." . 
"You are — you know you are." 
"Let us change the subject." 
"As you will." 

"What sort of Chinese were those fellows talking?" 
"The best Cantonese." 

"You had no trouble in understanding them, then?" 
"None whatever. I understood them just as well as I 
can understand you now." 
"I wish I had your gift." 

"It is too late for you ever to hope to acquire it beyond 
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the few phrages which you have been able to pick up under 
any tuition." 

"Which have helped a lot." 

"We will keep at it. In time it might amount to some- 
thing, but you must remember that I learned Chinese as 
& little child." 

They passed on to the Sacramento street pier. 

Here they found Old King Brady pacing up and down. 

"Well, Alice," he exclaimed, "what did all that listen- 
ing amount to?" 

"It amounted to a whole lot, Mr. Brady, but it is a story 
in two parts." 

"I shall want to hear both. How many were thera down 
in that room?" 

"Three." 

"All Chinks?" 

"Yes." 

"That means the dwarf and two others?" 
" Of course I can't say that the dwarf was actually there. 
I could not see them." 

"True; but we cannot doubt it. Well?" 
"About the opium first?" 
_ " All right." 

" They seem to have a holdout over the bay somewhere. 
That is the place they visit to-night. Associated with 
them seems to be some white man." 

"Get his name?" 

"No; you know the Chinese make dreadful work of our 
names. They generally light upon some distinguishing 
mark to designate us." 

"And in this case?" 

"They called the man *brass buttons.' " 

"That would seem to spell an officer of some ship." 

" So I thought. He is in the deal. They are expecting 
a consignment by the tramp steamer Billington Castle." 

"When is she due at this port?" 

"Very shortly. I didn't get the date." 

"All right. And this officer attends to the landing of 
the hop?" 

"That is what they are going over there to-night to 
arrange for." 

"I see. Anything else in the opium line?" \ 

"That is all, except that one of the speakers is to handle 
the smuggled hop." 

"Probably the dwarf. Now for part second." 

"Part second is an entirely different matter. It con- 
cerns the murder of the Chinaman we saw dead in that 
house on the Barbary Coast." 

"Great Scott! You don't mean it!" exclaimed Harry. 

"That is it." 

"Most interesting! Let us have the details." 

"Before I go into them," said Alice, "don't you think it 
would be just as well if you posted us on your part in that 
mysterious affair, Mr. Brady?" 

This was said rather slyly. 

Alice likes to tease the old detective sometimes. It 
seemed to her that the opportunity offered now. 



Old King Brady laughed. 

"I suppose you think you have me, Alice," he said, "and 
I'll admit that you are right. I'll tell." 

"It would make what I have to say plainer to Harry, 
I have no doubt." 

"Well, then, it is like this. After you left me — indeed 
you had not been gone ten minutes — there came to me 
my old acquaintance Wing Fang, the rich Chinese im- 
porter, whose place used to be on Sacramento street. 
You remember, Harry? We called on him about three 
years ago and he gave, us a cup of a famous orange tea ? 
Well, he said that he had seen me on the street and that 
he wanted to consult me about his brother, who had just 
been murdered." 

"Murdered!" exclaimed Young King Brady. "Was he 
tfce dead man?" 

"Yes. His name was Charlie Fang. Wing saw the body 
in the morgue, and while he fully identified it, he did not 
dare to admit the fact for fear " 

"For fear that he would be killed himself by the mem- 
bers of a secret society similar to the Highbinders called 
the Hair-Gatherers," put in Alice. 

"I see you two are determined not to let me tell my 
story in my own way," said the old detective. "Well, that 
is just it, except that instead of Hair-Gatherers Wing 
Fang called it Cue-Hunters." 

"It amounts to the same thing. We heard the same 
suspicion expressed by Chinks on Dupont street." 

"Wing Fang is sure that they are responsible," said Old 
King Brady. "He didn't have time to tell me much about 
this singular society, for as a matter of fact I could not 
spare the time to listen, but I made an appointment with 
him for to-morrow. He asked me, however, to arrange to 
have his brother's remains buried in Chinese style without 
mixing his name up in the matter, which I promised to do. 
He is enormously rich and will, I know, pay not only all 
expenses, but treat us liberally besides." 

"Did he want you to catch his brother's murderers?" 
demanded Harry. 1 

"Yes, if I could do it without mixing him up in the 
matter, and I promised to try. So I went to that house 
just to take a hurried survey of the ground." 

"Wing Fang gave you no clew?" 

"Nothing further than that his brother was a great race 
track fiend and lottery gambler, who was rich one day and 
poor the next. He stated that he supposed Charlie had 
gone back on some of his friends and that these had hired 
the Cue-Hunters to kill him. It seems that the brand on 
his forehead did mean 'traitor,' just as Alice said." 

"That is certainly what it does mean," said Alice posi- 
tively. 

"But about that mysterious shot?" demanded Harry. 

"Now that is where you get left," replied Old King 
Brady. "I went first to the room where the body was 
found. Then, seeing that there was a garret, I went up 
there." 

"How did you get up there?" broke in Harry. 
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"There is a ladder in a closet in the hall," replied the 
old detective. 

"I had scarcely got into the garret," he continued, 
"when I heard your voices talking below, so you must have 
been right behind me ; at the same instant I heard a rust- 
ling sound over at the other corner of the garret, where 
the roof is burned away. Anxious to know what it meant, 
I crawled down in a dark corner under the eaves and 
waited. I could only hear your talk indistinctly then. 
Suddenly I saw a w,hite figure glide into view. To rae, as 
nearly as I could see in the uncertain light, it appeared to 
be a man with a sheet thrown over him. Instantly the 
figure stooped and I heard the shot. I drew my revolver 
and was going to fire when a sort of blur seemed to come 
over my eyes. The next I knew the figure had vanished 
and I could hear you and Alice running downstairs, bulr I 
caught your low talk in the meantime. 

"That is all. I got down as quick as I could and hurried 
to our meeting-place. How I came to be ahead of you I 
cannot say." 

"Oh, we took our time," said Alice. 

"A very singular piece of business," mused Harry. 

"It puzzled me. But for this work of to-night I cer- 
tainly should have waited to investigate further." 

"Which you will do now?" 

"Oh, yes. We must try to work the two cases together 
somehow. I don't like to refuse Wing Fang. He gave me 
very efficient help in a Chinese ease which I had out here 
some years ago." 

The Bradys discussed the matter at further length. 

At last a low whistle heard on their left put an end to 
the talk. 

This was the signal agreed upon with Sandy McGown. 
Looking over the side of the pier, they saw the pirate 
in a rowboat. 

"I am all ready!" he called. "Can you climb down? 
Shall I row around till I find a standing ladder? I don't 
know where there is one. It may take time." 

"We can climb down," said Old King Brady. "I think 
you can manage it, Alice ?" 

"Well, I don't know about that," replied Alice, rather 
dubiously. 

"Oh, I am sure you can. Harry, you get into the boat 
first. I will lower Alice into your arms." 

The scheme worked, and Young King Brady having 
placed Alice comfortably astern, lent his chief a hand. 

"Now we will get around to the Washington street 
pier," said Sandy, "or do you think it would be better to 
pull out into the bay and do our watching from there ?" 
* "The last will be the best," replied the old detective. 
"Can you manage the oars alone?" 

"Certainly. It is nothing," grunted Sandy, and he 1 
pulled out a hundred yards or so, then working his way 
down opposite the Washington street pier.- 

It was too dark to see much. 

All they could do wa* to wait and hope that they were 
not too late. 



And the wait which followed was a long one. 
Nearly an hour passed, and still they remained the only 
boat in sight. 

. But at last the situation changed. 

Just as Old King Brady was about to say give it up a 
boat shot out from under the Washington street pier. 

There were two men in it, one at the oars and one seated* 
astern. 

Old King Brady got out his powerful night glass and 
surveyed the outfit. 

"The dwarf is there all right," he announced. 

"All 0. K.," growled Sandy. "I'm on the job, Mr. B." 

"Keep well out of their way," replied Old King Brady, 
lighting a cigar. 

Away out in the bay facing San Francisco lies Yerba. 
Buena Island. 

Here there is a cable station and a naval recruiting sta- 
tion. The old man-of-war Hartford, now a receiving-ship, 
lies at anchor off the island also. 

The shore facing San Francisco is steep and rocky and 
quite wild in appearance, the buildings of the two stations 
being on the other side. 
' A high fence divides the two stations, passing over the 
middle of the island. 

It was towards this island that the boat of the Chinese 
dwarf made its way. 

"Come," said the old detective, "it looks very much as 
though Mr. Brassbuttons might prove to be a United 
States officer." 

"What's all that about?" demanded Sandy. "You 
haven't told me what the lady caught on to yet." 

"Tell him, Alice," ordered the old detective. 

Alice ran over the points. 

"They are standing in with some fellow, either at the 
recruiting station or the cable outfit," growled Sandy. 

"How?" demanded Old King Brady. 
. "Want me to give away the game?" asked the ex-hop 
smuggler. 

"Since it isn't your game, why not?" 

"Oh, I don't mind. If I had a friend on Yerba Buena 
my way would be to arrange to have the hop dropped over- 
board in a rubber bag and I should be on hand with a boat 
to pick it up. Too dangerous to try to land it in the city 
with a Chinese steamer just coming up the bay. Too 
many of your kind flying about. Yerba Buena would be 
a blame good place to put it and it would be an easy job to 
run it over some dark night." 

"And so that is your way, Sandy," laughed the old de- 
tective. "Well, I fancy it is their way, too. It's the way 
we do such things in New York, and I presume it is just 
the same out here on the coast. Do they see us, think ?" 

"Can't tell. You've got the glass, boss." 

"I'll have a look." 

Old King Brady surveyed the boat, which Sandy had 
allowed to get well ahead of them, long and earnestly. 

"It doesn't seem to me that they can see us," he said at 
last. " Still a Chinaman is not one to show excitement. 
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Pull on past the island slowly, Sandy. Then turn and' 
work back again. It is all we can do." 

But this scheme led to the desired results. 

The Bradys saw the Chinese dwarf land on Yerba 
JBuena. 

He walked along the beach a short distance and was 
then joined by a man wearing an officer's military cloak. 

The two remained in conversation some twenty minutes. 

Meanwhile the Bradys hovered off in the bay. 

At last the dwarf re-embarked and started back towards 
;San Francisco. 

The Bradys did not attempt to follow them. 

Sandy McGown pulled them away over to the foot of 
.Brannan street and they landed alongside the Pacific Mail 
piers. 



CHAPTEK V. 

ON THE TRAIL OF THE CHINESE DWAJJF. 

There was nothing further done that night, of course. 

Sandy McGown promised to hang around Tony the 
'Greaser's, and keep his ears open for any information he 
might pick up. 

Meanwhile there was little or nothing that the Bradys 
could do in the matter but await the arrival of the Billing- 
ton Castle. 

This gave, the detectives just the opportunity they 
wanted to get busy on their Barbary Coast" mystery. 

First thing next morning Old King Brady looked up the 
chief of police. 

It was easy to arrange to give Charlie Fang a propei 
Chinese funeral. 

This done, he reported to Wing Fang and they had a 
long talk. 

Harry and Alice did not join in all this. 

As Old King Brady knew Wing Fang, it was thought 
better that he should manage the matter alone. 

At eleven o'clock the detectives again met at the Palace 
Hotel. 

"Well, Governor, did you pick up any new points?" 
demanded Harry. 

"Nothing of any consequence," was the reply. "It 
would appear that money could not have been the motive 
for any of these mysterious murders, for neither Charlie 
Fang nor any of the other 'Chinks who have been found 
dead with their cues cut off had an} r . Charlie was perhaps 
the best off of the lot on account of having a rich brother 
to fall back on." 

"Was any demand made on Wing Fang for money?" 

"No. He is entirely ignorant also of his brother's asso- 
ciates, beyond the fact that he was constantly playing the 
races, hitting the lotteries and so on. Charlie had pulled 
Wing Fang's leg so many times that of late there has been 
nothing doing in thai; line, and he saw very little of him. 
As for the Cue-Hunters, he assures me that the organiza- 
tion, if there is one, is no ancient Chinese affair, but quite 
a modern institution. He wants to see his brother avenged 



and he is willing to pay for it. That sums up my inter- 
view, I think." 

"And what is the programme?" demanded Harry. 

"Suppose we get over on the Barbary Coast and see 
what we can make out of my pistol-shooting gnost?" 

"I don't see what else we can do." 

"I think of nothing else myself, so we will start about 
two o'clock. Meanwhile you and Alice get into your Chink 
toggery again. I'll pick you up on Dupont street." 

And this plan was carried out. 

At quarter past two the Bradys and Alice found them- 
selves in the ruined house once more. 

The risk they r^n in it by daylight seemed slight. 

They ascended to the garret and here half an hour was 
spent in searching for something to explain the mystery 
of the night before. 

And the discovery was made at last. 

The house was a very old one for San Francisco. 

Evidently its history dated back to the great fire in 
1853, when all this part of the town was burned over. 

While working under the eaves near the point where 
the white figure vanished Old King Brady discovered a 
trapdoor. 

This upon being opened was found to communicate with 
a secret stairway so narrow and so adroitly concealed that 
no one would ever have suspected its existence. 

"Here you are!" exclaimed Old King Brady, and, call- 
ing his partners to him,' he showed them what he had 
discovered. 

"I wonder who lived in this house before the fire?" 
questioned Harry. 

"That ought not to be difficult to ascertain," was the 
reply. 

"It is a little out of the line of Chinatown." 
^ "A trifle beyond it, yes. Just the same, there were a 
good many Chinamen living in this section of the Barbary 
Coast, a bunch here and a bunch there. While the furni- 
ture in the rooms below does not exactly indicate Chinese 
tenants, you must still remember that in these days there 
are a good many Chinamen who like to Americanize them- 
selves as much as possible. It may have been such a bunch 
who lived in those rooms." 

"Probably we shall know more about it after we have 
investigated what lies below here," said Alice. 

"Exactly," replied the old detective, "and that is what 
we shall proceed to do now." 

Old King Brady accordingly got out his dark lantern 
and led the way down the secret stairs. 

They extended down to a point a little below the cellar 
line and there ended up against a heavy wooden door, 
which was fastened. 

Old King Brady examined the lock. 

It was nothing out of the ordinary. 

Producing skeleton keys; he opened it and they passed 
into a small room boarded up on four sides. 

Here there was another' door, which he soon succeeded 
in opening. 
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This revealed a boarded passage striking off towards the 
street. 

They followed it for a distance which they calculated 
must take them across Dupont street, when their way was 
blockaded b*y a solid redwood partition of decidedly mod- 
ern appearance. 

This ended their tour of discovery in this direction. 

Old King Brady went vigorously to work to search for 
secret springs, but could find nothing of the sort. 

"This thing is held in place by bars, on the other side," 
said the old detective. "We shall do no business here." 

"Probably it is left open*when they have occasion to use 
the secret passage," suggested Alice. t 

"It may be," replied Old King Brady. "Now I have a 
theory and it is based on fact." 

"What is it?" demanded Harry. 

"I was talking with the chief of police this morning 
about these Chinese murders," continued the old detec- 
tive. "It appears that the body of Charlie Fang is the 
only one of the series which has been discovered in a 
house." 

"Is that so?" 

"Yes; one was found lying on the sidewalk on Dupont 
street, but all the others have been discovered in cellars 
among the ruins, where they had evidently been placed 
during the night." 

"I see your drift. Your theory is that the victims were 
all killed in the room where Charlie Fang was found." 

"There, or behind this secret door, and carried to the 
places where they were discovered." 

"Perhaps behind this door lies the secret lodgerooms of 
the Cue-Hunters." 

"It would not in the least surprise me. But this mys- 
tery has to be solved. I am determined to win out on this 
case. Let us return." 

They went, back on Dupont street by way of the garret. 

Opposite was a cellar filled with halfburned rubbish. 

"You stay here," said the old detective. "To have two 
Chinamen investigating in that cellar would surely attract 
a crowd. I'll tackle it alone. I shan't be long gone." 

"We better keep on the move," said Harry. "We will 
walk slowly around the block until you are ready to join 
us." 

"Do so," replied Old King Brady, and they parted. 

"This case is getting ahead of the other," remarked 
Alice as they walked along. 

"So it would seem," replied Harry. "I must confess I 
am deeply interested in it. These mysterious Chinese 
society murders always attract me. They are about the 
most difficult class of cases we ever have come' our way." 

"It is sure to be solved once Old King Brady puts his 
hand to it," laughed Alice. "The Cue-Hunters haven't a 
ghost of a show." 

They talked and laughed about Old King Brady taking 
up their impromptu Chinese case, which at first he had 
utterly rejected. 



They were walking along Stockton street then, and sud- 
denly Alice laid a hand on Harry's arm. 

"See !" she breathed. "The Chinese dwarf !" 

There was little Ging Yok crossing Stockton street on 
Broadway. 

"Let's trail him," said Harry. 

They hurried to Broadway street, reaching it in time to 
see the dwarf turn down Dupont; indeed they could see 
his big head moving between the ruins here and there as 
they advanced. 

They hurried on, watching across the .choked-up cellars. 

"By Jove, he has stopped right where the Governor is !'-' 
breathed Harry. v 

The dwarf bolted by the ruined house for a moment and 
then crossed to the cellar opposite where Old King Brady 
was supposed to be. 4 

Here for a minute he stood motionless, looking up and 
down. 

There were comparatively few people on the block. 

Building had not yet begun; the Chinese were keeping 
close to their refugee camp, the lawless denizens of the 
Barbary Coast had been scattered far and wide. 

Watching his chance when not particularly observed, the 
dwarf seemed to get it. 

Suddenly he ran down a flight of steps into the cellar 
and disappeared. 

"He'll be up against the Governor is a second," mut- 
tered Harry. 

"Looks so," replied Alice. "Can we do anything?" 

"I don't see what we can do, dressed as we are." 

"I suppose Old King Brady can take care of himself." 

"Against that bow-legged outfit! Every time, you bet. 
We can only wait." 

They got on the move, but kept the place in sight. 

Fifteen minutes passed and still there was nothing 
doing. 

At the end of that time Harry and Alice, who were 
strolling past the cellar, again saw the Chinese dwarf sud- 
denly emerge from the ruined house. 

He glanced suspiciously at them and shuffled away. 

"He has been through the secret passage!" exclaimed 
Harry. "This is great!" 

"He'll soon begin to know us, I am afraid," remarked 
Alice. 

"Can't be helped. By Jove, I wish the Governor would 
come !" 

But Old King Brady was actively engaged just about 
then. 

The old detective first took a general survey of the 
ruins. 

The cellar appeared to be choked up everywhere save at 
the point where the steps went down from Dupont street. 

At the foot of the steps there was an arched opening, 
which the old detective followed back to the end of the lot. 

He saw at once that someone had been at work here. 

The rubbish which had fallen into the opening had care- 
fully been banked up on either side. 
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' There was not so much of it, as the arch had only been 
broken in a few places; thus Old King Brady was able to 
make his way to the end. 

Here he found himself up against a brick foundation 
wall. 

It appeared to be solid and the prospect was not en- 
couraging. 

The old detective peered about in his usual fashion, but 
without very much hope of accomplishing anything, when 
suddenly he spied a trapdoor in the wooden floor. 

This part of San Francisco is all built on shifting sand. 

Old King Brady knew that if there was an opening 
below this cellar level that it must have been constructed 
for some definite purpose. 

He caught hold of the ring, which was set in the trap- 
door, and easily pulled the thing up. 

A short ladder was revealed. 

Descending this, the old detective found himself stand- 
ing in a corresponding passage boarded up on all sides. 

Here he hesitated at first, uncertain whether to give it 
up and try again at night, or .whether to push on in his 
investigations. 

He decided upon the latter course, so returning and 
closing the trap, he got his electric flash lantern into com- 
mission and started to explore. 

1 The passage ran straight back in the direction by which 
he had come. 

Old King Brady knew that he was crossing Dupont 
street. . 

The passage kept straight on, coming to an end against 
a heavy wooden door. 

"Some old secret meeting place here," he said to him- 
self. 

Nor was there anything surprising in this. 

The secrets of this sort revealed by the fire in China- 
town were many, but the fiarbary Coast was not without 
its share. 

Old King Brady now proceeded to examine the door. 

It appeared to be secured by an ordinary lock, and with 
his skeleton keys Old King Brady soon mastered it. 

Behind the door was a large room which certainly had 
never originally been fitted up by Chinamen, although evi- 
dently used by them now. 

It was filled with tables and chairs. On one side was a 
short bar with empty jugs, bottles and demijohns behind it. 

A few Chinese mottoes hung against the wall, curiously 
intermingled with cheap colored prints of race horses, 
clipper ships and the like. 

On pne of the tables stood an ugly little wooden idol, 
with boxes of joss sticks before it, and this was about all. 

Had the old detective penetrated into some improvised 
joss house? 

He did not so read the situation. 

It seemed to him that the place had originally been one 
of the many underground drinking joints of the Barbary 
Coast, in which all kinds of wickedness had been no doubt 
hatched. 
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That later it had been passed over to some Chinese 
secret society, which supported its own idol, the wooden 
god having particular supervision over its fortunes. 

Knowing that he must be under the ruined house, Old 
King Brady felt himself entirely justified in believing 
that the heavy redwood partition on one side was the same 
which he and his partners had already discovered. 

But there were no bars. 

If he was right, then the partition was controlled by a 
secret spring. 

Old King Brady went right to work to figure this prob- 
lem out. 

He was still at it when his sharp ears caught the sound 
of footsteps in the passage through which he had just 
passed. 

Fortunately he had closed the door and locked it behind 
him. 

Quick as a wink the old detective shut off his lantern 
and crouched behind the bar. 

He was none too soon, for instantly the door opened 
and some heavy-footed person came shuffling in. 

A match snapped. 

Bringing his eyes up to a level with the top of the bar, 
Old King Brady peered over it. 

What he saw was Ging Yok, the Chinese dwarf, in the 
act of lighting a grimy lamp which stood on the table 
before the wooden god. 



CHAPTER VI'. 

OLD KING BEADY MAKES A REMARKABLE FIND IN THE CUE- 
HTJNTERS' SECRET LODGE ROOM. 

Thus it will be seen that while Harry and Alice were 
parading the streets Old King Brady was having an inter- 
esting time studying into the secrets of the Barbary Coast. 

The old detective got back behind the bar in a hurry. 

He worked his way noiselessly to the end and peered 
around the corner, for the dwarf was silent now. 

The old detective saw that he had poured out a box of 
joss sticks on a table before the idol and was pushing them 
about with one finger. 

Apparently the box did not contain the stick bearing 
the required answer to the question which he desired to 
put to the wooden god, for the dwarf soon restored all the 
sticks to this box and tackled the next one. 

This seemed to be all right. 

He lit an incense stick and began shaking up the joss 
sticks in the box. 

Three times he threw the sticks out upon the table in 
front of the idol. 

Whether the desired stick came out or not Old King 
Brady could not tell, of. course, but he assumed that it did 
from the satisfied grunt given by the Chinaman. 

Ging Yok then wrote something on a slip of red paper 
with a blue pencil. 

Going over to the other side of the room, he unlocked 
the door of a little cupboard built in the angle of the wall. 
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Old King Brady could not see into the cupboard, but he 
saw the Chinaman put the paper inside. 

After this he locked the cupboard and walked over to 
the redwood partition. 

Old King Brady was now forced to crawl back out of 
sight. 

But he was still able to get a look at what was going on, 
and he saw the dwarf kneel down on the floor. 

This was the time he must have pressed the secret 
spring. 

The partition moved slowly outward like a door. 

The dwarf slipped through the opening and the parti- 
tion swung to behind him, the spring closing with a snap. 

Once more Old King Brady found himself alone and 
highly elated over his discoveries. 

Here were his two cases dovetailing together. 

Now he could work on either one without feeling that 
lie was neglecting the other. 

Hurrying to the cupboard, he soon had it open with his 
skeleton keys. 

Inside was an abacus, or Chinese counting machine, and 
a Chinese book such as laundrymen use, partly filled with 
writing. Against the wall, between the two shelves, was 
a hook upon which were various pieces of red paper with 
blue Chinese letters upon them. 

Old King Brady assumed that the outside slip was the 
{>ne the dwarf "had written. 

He pocketed the bunch, and doubling up the book 
stowed it away in his pocket. 

Then he got busy about the redwood partition and soon 
.discovered the secret spring, which was plain enough here. 

'The partition swung open. 

Old King Brady stopped to see if it could be opened 
'from the other side, but failed to discover any way. 

But as soon as he stepped on the floor boards beyond, the 
■partition swung back into place and the spring clicked. 

Old King Brady tried to open it, but failed. 

As before, the partition was as firm as a rock. 

He gave it up after one or two trials, and a few minutes 
later Harry and Alice, who were watching on Dupont 
street, saw the old detective come out of the ruined house, 
•about ten minutes behind the dwarf. 

They trailed after him, for by a secret sign he indicated 
that they must not recognize him then. 

It was not until they were abreast the refugee camp 
that the old detective turned and joined them. 

"Did you think I was never coming?" he asked. 

"We began to get worried for fear the Chinese dwarf 
had done you up," said Harry. 

"Ha! Then you saw the dwarf ?" 

" Oh, yes. He followed you into the ruins. Didn't you 
see him?" 

"See him? I should say I did. Where did you first 
.•strike him?" 

"He wae coming down Broadway street." 

"I found a secret room down there. It may not be the 
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lodge room of the Cue-Hunters, but it is a secret meeting 
place for some Chinese organization,- that is certain." 

"Was the dwarf in there ?" 

"He was, but he didn't see me." 

Old King Brady proceeded to describe the room and 
the doings of the dwarf. 

But he had another of his secretive fits on him, it would 
appear, for he never said a word about his find. 

"We will gp to Sandy McGown," he remarked. "I have 
some important business to discuss and the old pirate may 
a3 well be in it. Always best to give a man of his stamp 
your full confidence if you are going to use him at all." 

They went down on Drumm street, but Sandy's door 
was locked and knocking brought no response. 

"Perhaps he is in his room at Tony, the Greaser's," 
suggested Alice. - 

They went there, and sure enough found the ex-hop 
smuggler in bed. 

He said he would get right up and dress, however, and, 
after giving the Bradys a brief wait in the passage, he ad- 
mitted them. 

"What's the word?" demanded the old detective. 

But Sandy had no word. From his appearance it was 
quite evident that he had finished out the previous night 
with a drunk. 

Old King Brady ignored this, however. v 

"We have picked up a few points on the dwarf," he said, 
and he proceeded to tell what had occurred. 
• "Oh, that's Billy Gans' old place," said the ex-opium 
smuggler. "I thought that had been closed up ages ago, 
but it would seem that the Chinks have got it, same as 
they have everything else." 

"What about Billy Gans?" questioned Old King Brady. 

Sandy McGown entered upon a long rambling narrative. 

According to him, the underground barroom dated back 
twenty-five years. 

He intimated that but for Alice's presence he could 
tell some lively stories about it. 

As it was, he contented himself by saying that it had 
been a resort for crooks and that more than one opium 
smuggling scheme had been concocted there in which he 
himself was engaged. 

About ten years before, he Went on to say, the house 
which stood over the cellar passed into the hands of a 
Chinaman. 

Of the secret passage « leading through to the ruined 
house where the dead body of Charlie Fang was discovered 
he declared he had never heard. 

"And now," said Old King Brady, "let me go on with 
my story, for I have not told all yet." 

Harry gave Alice a knowing look. 

He had been sure that something of this sort was com- 
ing. 

Old King Brady produced his Chinese book and the 
bunch of slips. 

"What's them?" demanded Sandy. 
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"Those I found in a cupboard in your Billy Gans' bar- 
room." 

"So? They won't do us much good, then, I fancy, 
unless the lady can read what's written onto 'em." 

"Try it, Alice," said the old detective. "What does 
this first slip say?" 

Alice made short work of it. 

" Of course if I translate literally you will hardly under- 
stand," she said; "but in plain English it reads 

"Meeting of the Hair-Gatherers, or Cue-HunteTs, at 
nine o'clock. Notify the members. Important business. 
The god is favorable. Don't fail." 

"By thunder, that's great!" cried Sandy, admiringly. 
"I wish I could read Chinee like that. 'Twould have been 
worth a mint of money to me in the^ old days." 

"And the others," said Old King Brady. "Briefly now. 
We haven't time to go into every detail." 

"Just a minute," said Alice. "This slip is not signed 
Ging Yok." 

"What, then?" 

"The words mean Little Father." 

"That would seem to fit the dwarf all right." 

"Perhaps. It is hard to tell." 

"Get busy with the others." 

There were forty odd slips. 

Alice examined them all without speaking. 

"They appear to be all the same," she said at length. 
"Notices of meetings of the Cue-Hunters.' That is all I 
can make out of them." 

"Are they all signed Little Father?" demanded the old 
detective. 

"No, they are signed by different names, but there are 
more Little Father signatures than any other kind." 

"Probably any member has a right to call a meeting. 
Now tackle the book." 

Alice got busy with the J)ook then, and while she worked 
over it Sandy McGown and the Bradys talked of other 
things. 

But the old detective had given Alice a secret sign of 
caution which warned her not to disclose the contents of 
the book unless she thought best. 

Meanwhile Harry was watching his fair partner closely. 

He soon became convinced that she was discovering 
things which she did not propose to talk out before Sandy 
McGown. 

"I can't make much out of this, Mr. Brady," said Alice 
at last. 

"In a general way what is it?" 

"A record book of the meetings of the Cue-Hunters." 
"Probably they have made it obscure purposely." 
"It seems so to me." 

"Well, we will get out. Now, Sandy, stick to your job 
and pick up all the points you can." 

"Right," growled Sandy, "and, say, if you hit me any 
time when I'm a little bit lush, you may know that I got so 
working on the case." 



Old King Brady laughed, and, slipping the old pirate a 
ten-spot, they withdrew. 

"Well?" he demanded whea. they found themselves out 
on Clay street. 

"Why, that book contains a full record of the Cue- 
Hunters' murders," said Alice. "There seems to have 
been a lot of Chinks killed by them. Before the fire they 
appear to have dropped the bodies in the bay. They hire 
out their services to anyone who will pay for them, I should 
say. The stamping of that character meaning traitor is 
just a blind." 

"Does it really say that in the book?" 

"Yes. In a sort of preamble which amounts to what 
you might call a constitution and by-laws." 

"I see. Is Charlie Fang's murder mentioned?" 

"No. But there is one which took place three Weeks 
ago spoken of." 

"Is there? Probably the recording secretary of the 
Cue-Hunters had not writteji his book up to date." .<\ 

"It may be so." 

"Does it give all the details of the murders?" 

" Oh, no. The entries^ run something after this fashion : 
The guild, or society, met on such a date. By vote 
decided that Lee Fung, or whatever name you like, must 
die; as they write it, the reading is must receive on his 
forehead the stamp of the Hair-Gatherers and forfeit his 
cue." 

"I see." 

"Then follows a few characters which appear to have 
been entered later. They run like this : 

"On such and such a date Lee Fung forfeited his cue* 
which was bestowed upon the Little Father, and received 
the stamp of the society on his forehead. May his spirit 
be received into paradise and not be permitted to return, 
to annoy the brothers." 

"Wise provision. Anything else of interest, Alice?" 

"Only one point which I saw." 

"Which is what?" 

"In the beginning of the book is written : 

"Brothers of sub-societies visiting San Francisco should 
apply for admission to meetings to the visiting committee, 
and the names are given. These appear to have been 
changed from time to time. There is also a list of sub- 
societies and the passwords belonging to them." 

"Most important and interesting. How many sub- 
societies are there?" 

"Six — Seattle, Sacramento, Portland, Oregon, Los An- 
geles and New York." 

"Oh! They' have one in New York, have they?" 

"So it would seem." 

"What is the password for New York?" 

"Wee soo yong." 

"What does it mean?" 

"Oh, they are just arbitrary words, Mr. Brady. I can- 
not explain their meaning so- that you or Harry could' 
understand." 

They walked on in silence. 
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"Any allusion to the present opium smuggling expedi- 
tion?" demanded the old detective suddenly. 

"Not to the present one, but to several in the past." 

By this time they had reached Montgomery street, and 
here the old detective suddenly paused. 

"You two better get to the costumer's and change your 
clothes," he said. 

"Look here, Mr. Brady," exclaimed Alice, "I know what 
you are thinking of." 

"Well?" 

"You want me to attend that meeting to-night." 
"No, no, Alice!' It would be too dangerous. I only 

wish " 

"Well?" 

"That I could do it. But that is impossible." 

"Impossible for you, but not so for me. I don't believe 
the risk would be so great." 

"You don't go alone," said Harry, realizing that Alice 
intended to have her way." 

"Well, I shall not insist on that. If you choose to go 
with me " 

"Seriously, Alice, what do you think of the scheme?" 
demanded the old detective, evidently greatly taken with 
the idea. 

"I am willing to try it, Mr. Brady." 
"I am afraid the danger is too great." 
"Harry and I might call on the visiting committee. 
The names are here in the book." 
"Well?" 

"There would not be much risk in that. We could re- 
port before we tackled the meeting." 

"Suppose you try that. Are there names and addresses 
given since the fire?" 

"One name. Before that there appears to have always 
been two on the committee." 

"And the name?" 

"Is Ping Quee." 

"Where does he hold out?" 

"Eoseland avenue, near Jackson street." 

"Why, that is in the unburned quarter." 

"Is it ? Probably he keeps a laundry there." 

"He may live with some friend who does." 

"Well, try it, Alice. Go now, both of you, and see what 
comes out of my remarkable find." 



CHAPTEE VII. 

HARRY AND ALICE UNDERTAKE A MOST DANGEROUS MISSION. 

Harry and Alice went to the refugee camp and enjoyed 
an excellent Chinese dinner before starting on their pecu- 
liar mission. The place they selected was an improvised 
restaurant. But the service and cooking were as good as 
anything in that line which they might have struck in a 
Dupont street restaurant in the olden days. 

Here, as always when he and Alice go out on Chinese 
detective work, Harry pretended to be deaf and dumb. 

Thus the meal passed in silence as far as they were con- 
cerned, but Alice kept her ears open for everything which 



was passing around them. No points were picked up, 
however. Alice was in hopes that some allusion would be 
made to the murder of Charlie Fang. But the Chinese 
are very loathe to talk of such matters in public. 

A death by a Highbinder's bullet is by them regarded 
as the hand of fate. To discuss it openly they feel may 
bring a similar fate upon themselves. 

"Well, did you learn anything?" demanded Harry when 
they found themselves on the street at last. 

"Not a thing," replied Alice. 

"We shall have to wait." 

"Evidently." 

"Let us settle on our names." 

"Very good. What shall they be?" 

"Oh, the selection must be with you, Alice." 

"Well, let me see. I am Hing Foy." 

"All right, Hing Foy." 

"You are Fen Quok." 

"That's a beaut. Dumb since birth, I suppose?" 
"Exactly, and look out if any loud noise is suddenly 
sprung upon you that you don't give yourself away." 
"I'll be on my guard." 

And it proved very necessary that both should be on 
their guard. 

Of course the whole thing was likely to prove a failure. 

If Mr. Ping Quee should undertake to question them 
about the New York brethren of the Hair-Gatherers' guild 
it was almost certain to be so. But this did not happen, 
! and the surprise came to them in another form. The 
number on Eoseland avenue proved to be attached to an 
ordinary laundry. Harry and Alice peered through the 
window, only to see two Chinks in baggy trousers ironing 
away industriously. 

"In we go," said the latter. "Look sharp now." 

Harry assumed his most stupid facial expression and 
they entered the laundry. Alice began her Chinese talk. 

She inquired for Ping Quee." The answer was that he 
had been stopping there since the fire and was in the back 
room then, but the Chink added that he had been hitting 
the pipe and he did not know whether he would be able to 
talk or not. 

"Can we go in and see?" asked Alice. 

The laundrymah nodded, and they passed into the back 
room to see lying half-undressed in the bunk no less a 
person than the Chinese dwarf. Alice gave Harry a warn- 
ing look. But this was scarcely necessary, for the man 
appeared to be sound asleep. Alice went outside and asked 
the laundryman if they had better wake him up or wait. 
The laundryman thought that waiting would be the best. 

"We will come again in an hour," said Alice, and they 
passed out of the shop. • , 

"That's great!" growled Harry. "What are we going 
to do now?" 

"Push ahead," replied Alice emphatically. "We seem 
unable to get away from that man, try as we will. I want 
to see this thing through." 

"Very good. Just as you say." 
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"Don't you think yourself it is best?" 

"It looks to be a pretty dangerous game to me." 

"It is certainly that; but since when have I balked at 
danger, Harry?" 

"Never ! If anything, you are too rash." 

"We will tackle the dwarf," said Alice emphatically, and 
that settled it and Young King Brady said no more. 

They strolled about for an hour and then turned up at 
the laundry again. Ping Quee was awake, so the laundry- 
man informed them, and they passed into the back room. 

The dwarf was still lying in the bunk and looked pretty 
stupid. All that Harry could make out of what followed 
was that Alice used the password, "Wee soo yong." 

The dwarf mumbled his words, but seemed to be civil 
. enough. The conversation was a very brief one. At last 
the dwarf extended his hand to Harry and then shook 
hands with Alice, and they left him. They did not speak, 
however, until they were several blocks away. 

"What success?" demanded Young King Brady then. 

"The very best," replied Alice. "He never tumbled. 
I consider it all right." 

"Do we get into the meeting?" 

"He said we could. He was very civil clear through." 
"Did he ask you any questions about the New York 
brethren?" 

"Oh, a few. I pretended to know them. He did not 
press matters. He said it would be all right." 

"He had a pretty good load of hop on, Alice." 

" Oh, I know. To-night it may be different when he is 
clear-headed; but the password worked all right, and I 
am game to see the scheme worked out to a finish." 

So they reported to Old King Brady, who met them by 
appointment on Portsmouth Square. 

He listened to Alice's story and then said : 

"Well, I don't wish to urge you in the matter one way 
or the other. You must do just as you think best." 

"Oh, I am for seeing it through," said Alice. 

"Go ahead then, and may good luck attend you. More 
than once you have come successfully through undertak- 
ings just as dangerous." 

"More so," replied Alice. "I'm not the least bit afraid." 

The arrangement with the Chinese dwarf had been to 
meet him at the refugee camp. He had given Alice the 
number of one of the shacks and told her that he would be 
there at half -past eight o'clock. And sure enough he came. 

He looked to be wide-awake enough on this occasion. 

Harry^ of course, could only listen to the talk which 
followed. It was rather more lengthy than he liked. 

But at last the dwarf made a staTt. Alice waited a few 
seconds and then fell in behind him, Harry keeping close 
to her side. 

"Is it all right ?" he whispered. 

"Yes, I judge so," replied Alice, looking straight ahead. 
"Any objections raised?" 
"None to me." 
"But to me, yes?" 



"He said that he could not understand how they ever 
came to take a deaf and dumb man into the order." 

"I was afraid of that. How did you get out of it ?" 

" Oh, I told him you were my cousin, and that you were 
a great fighter. I led him to believe that you had a lot to 
do with opium smuggling. He seemed to like that, and 
said that he might find use for you, and if so it would mean 
a good bit of money in your pocket and in mine, too, if I 
wanted to come along." 

"Hello! This looks as if we were to be taken into the 
opium deal." 

"It seemed so to me, but I did not press the matter." 
"How do we get in?" 

"By the ruined house. A man is to be sent out to pilot 
us in. He goes the other way. We are not to follow him. 
But we better not talk any more, Harry. For all we can 
tell, someone may be observing us from behind." 

"And that's no dream. Well, I'll bottle up now." 

"You can't be too careful. Don't forget that." 

They turned up Dupont street, following in the wake of 
the Chinese dwarf. As the old Chink came opposite the 
ruined house he threw out his left hand and pointed. 

Alice*at once crossed the street, and with Harry passed 
into the house and hurried upstairs. Whether the dwarf 
went into the cellar of the ruins opposite or not they did 
not see. Gaining the room where the remains of Charlie 
Fang had been found, they waited for a long time. It 
was nervous work. 

"When they find that the book and the slips are gone 
they may suspect that detectives are on their track," 
breathed Harry at last. 

"I am thinking of that very thing," returned Alice in 
the lowest of whispers. 

"I don't suppose it is very safe to talk here, but I just 
can't keep bottled up any longer." 

"Don't blame you. I am just as nervous as I can be." 

"Let's cut and run." 

"Now, Harry, that won't do. You wouldn't do it if yon 
were alone, would you now?" 
"Oh, I don't know." 

"You do know very well that you wouldn't. It is en- 
tirely on my account you want to do it now." 

And this Young King Brady could not very well deny. 

"I hate to see you expose yourself to such fearful risks, 
Alice," he said. 

"The risk is no greater for me than for you. Less, in 
fact. I've held my own before, and I can do it again." 

"Hark!" 

"I don't hear a thing." 

"It seemed to me that I heard something moving about 
up in the garret." 
"Then hush, for heaven sake !" 

But the alarm proved false. After a little Harry broke 
out again: 

"One can't help remembering that it was here the dead 
man was found," he said. "What if they should take if 
into their heads to go gunning for our cues !" 
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"Perish the thought) They would find them so false 
that it would be our finish." 

"Come, Alice, let us go. This is really too dangerous." 

"Harry, I just won't. So don't you suggest it again." 

There was another long silence. This time it was 
broken by a genuine stir in the garret. Stealthy footsteps 
could be heard moving about, boards creaked, and in a 
minute in the dim light they saw a yellow face peering 
down at them through one of the holes in the plastering. 

Instinctively Alice clutched Young King Brady's arm. 

Harry made a move towards the door. 

But instantly the iace was withdrawn and Alice pulled 
back and laid her finger on Harry's lips. It was well that 
they did not go out into the hall. Just then there was a 
stir there and two Chinamen wearing white cloth masks 
appeared in the opening. Each carried a cocked revolver, 
and as quick as a flash the detectives found themselves 
covered. They were now up against it and their lives 
might depend upon their absolute self-possession. 

One of the masks said something in Chinese. 

Alice's reply was : 
I, "Wee soo yong." 

Further talk followed. Alice was as cool as an»icicle. 

Harry could not help admiring the way she handled 
herself. At last the revolvers were lowered and the men 
started away. Alice followed. It was Hobson's choice 
now for Harry — a case of must. One of the Chinks 
climbed the ladder leading into the garret. Alice followed, 
then Harry, and last the other Chink. The trapdoor was 
open and they descended the secret stairs, following the 
underground passage and bringing up finally at the red- 
Wood door partition. This was closed. The Chinks halted. 

One knocked nine times on the partition. There was, 
however, no response. After waiting a little the China- 
man began to talk with Alice. Harry would have given a 
lot to know what they were saying, but this was not to be. 

He might have supposed that they were all barred out 
if he had not known the deliberation with which China- 
men do everything which they undertake. Evidently 
those within the lodge room were not ready to open the 
door, so theTe was nothing to do but to wait. At last the 
end came. Suddenly a rapping was heard on the inside of 
the secret door. Six loud, distinct knocks were tolled off. 

The Chink who had knocked befoTe now rapped three 
times in return. Then the Ted partition swung slowly 
back and Harry and Alice found themselves looking into 
the lighted room. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

OLD KING BBADT HAKES A BAD BREAK. 

It was only with the greatest reluctance that Old King 
Brady consented to his two partners going on their dan- 
gerous mission. But the chance seemed such an admirable 
one to get next to the secrets of the Cue-Hunters that the 
old detective persuaded himself to yield. 

That night as he sat in his room at the Palace Hotel he 
half regretted the course he had taken. As time went on 



he grew more and more nervous. At last he went out on 
the street, feeling that he would be easier while on the 
move. Starting down Montgomery street, he had not gone 
further than the corner of Bush street when he ran intc- 
Sandy McGown. The old pirate hacl evidently put away 
a quart or so of whisky, but with him that was nothing at 
all, and he was perfect master of himself. 

"Air. Brady, I'm right glad I struck you," he said. "I 
was just coming to the Palace to try to get a chance to 
speak to you. Which way are you bound ?" 

"Nowhere in particular, Sandy. I was just walking 
about. What's the word ?" 

"I think I can get next to whoever is backing the dwarf 
over to Yerba Buena." 

"Good enough!" 

"It will cost something, though." 

"Never mind the cost. Out with the yarn." 

"Well, it's like this : Them Chinks kept running in and 
out of Tony the Greaser's place all day. I sat in the 
corner taking it all in and pretending to be full. At last 
the little one came in and got to talking to Tony in Eng- 
lish." 

"Ha ! Tony is in the deal, too?" 

"He sure is. It seems that the feller what's been let- 
ting the Chink boats, Murphy, down on East street, has 
took sick and they have carried him to a hospital. Mean- 
time the sheriff jumped in and swiped all his boats — I sup- 
pose there was a judgment or something standing against 
him." 

"I see." 

"Well, what the Chink wanted was to have Tony find 
someone who would let him have a boat whenever he 
wanted it just for a few days, he said. Tony didn't know 
anybody and he asked me if I did. I didn't, but I told him 
I did, and that I'd look the fellow up and see what could 
be done about it. , You see, they talked freely to me, know- 
ing that I had been in the hop line myself." 

"Yes, yes. Well, what did you do?" , 

"Well, I 'seen Billy Henty, a feller I know, what lets out 
boats at the ioot of Bush street. I told him that I wanted 
to get next to this Chink outfit and that there would be a 
reward coming if he would help and that he was to rent his 
boat to Ging Yok, but only with the understanding that 
his man was to go along and take care of it, and that I 
would furnish the man — see?" 

"Meaning me?" 

"Yes." 

"You gave him to understand that you were working 
with detectives against the dwarf?" 
"Yes, I just had to." 
"Did you name the Bradys?" 
"Nope." 

"Well, Sandy, I am perfectly satisfied. You have done 
fine." 

"Will you go. Mr. Brady?" 
"Certainly. When?" 

"Eight now. I want you to understand that I didn't do 



THE BEADYS AND THE CHINESE DWARF. 



19 



this without some trouble. I had to tank Billy Henty up 
pretty good before he would listen to any such proposi- 
tion." 

"But won't he be apt to give us away if he is full, 
Sandy?" 

"Don't you fret. He never will. Once he has given his 
word, Billy is as true as steel. I'd go myself and pull the 
boat, but of course that would never do. I am altogether 
too well known to the trade." 

"Bight. But about this confederate on Yerba Buena, 
Sandy?" 

"Oh, yes. Well, what I got by listening is that what 
they are going over for to-night is to complete the arrange- 
ments with this man, whoever he is." 

"I see. What time do they start?" 

"They don't know themselves. They expect to get word 
. from the island." 

"It may be an all-night job." 

"That's what they expect it to be, I believe." 

They pushed on to the foot of Bush street. 

Here in a little shanty stuck in a corner between piers 
they found Billy Henty's den. It was a mere booth, where 
crullers and coffee were sold along with candy and soft 
drinks. But the back opened on a ladder which led down 
to the slip, and here Billy had a few boats. They found 
Mr. Henty decidedly drunk in his legs, but clear, enough in 
his head. He agreed to all Old King Brady asked and the 
old detective right before the two men made one of his 
lightning changes, much to their amazement, transforming 
himself into the very respectable longshoreman, thanks to 
the wonderful resources of the old blue coat. 

Sandy was then sent back to the Greaser's to keep an 
eye out. Henty crawled into a bunk and went to sleep, 
leaving Old King Brady on the watch. It was a long wait. 

At midnight Sandy McGown looked in with the report 
that nothing had been seen or heard of the Chinese dwarf 
at Tony the Greaser's. 

Old King Brady.told him to give it up and go to bed. 

At one o'clock Billy Henty woke up, perfectly sober. 

"Nothing doing yet?" he asked. 

"There hasn't a soul been here but McGown," was the 
reply, "and he had nothing to report." 

Henty offered to go on the watch and Old King Brady 
decided to let him and seize the opportunity to snatch a 
little sleep. He was awakened at half-past three by Henty 
shaking him. 

"Well, what's up ?" he whispered, master of himself on 
the moment, as he always is when thus aroused. 
"They have come." 

"Yes? I'll get right up. Where are they?" 
"Outside. I wouldn't let them come in." 
"Oh, good. Well?" 
"It's the dwaTf and another Chink." 
"All right. Jolly them for a minute. I'll be right with 
you." 

Old King Brady pulled himself together and went out. 



The dwarf was standing with his companion smoking a 
cigar. He merely glanced at the old detective. 

"This is the man who will pull you out on the bay," 
said Henty. 

"Alle light," replied the dwarf. "You tellee him me 
pay good." 
"Yes." 

"You tellee him he go dead so he talkee 'bout dlis tlip?" 

"Yes, he understands, John," replied Henty. "You 
need not be afraid of him." , 

He led the way to the ladder and Old King Brady was 
soon pulling out on the bay with his singular fare. Not 
a word was uttered. As yet Old King Brady did not know 
where he was going, as the dwarf had informed him that 
he would tell him that when they got out on the bay. 

Instinctively the old detective headed for Yerba Buena. 

"Now I wish I knew what you know about Harry and 
Alice," thought Old King Brady as he sat watching the 
dwarf. 

But this, unfortunately, was information not to be his. 
At last the dwarf spoke. Waving his hand towards the 
island, he said : 
"You go dere." 
"Y T erba Buena?" 
"Yair, Lerber Blena." 
"Where do we land?" 

"Never mind. Go island. When you gettee dlere me 
tellee you." 

They landed in the same place where the dwarf had gone 
the night before. Not a' word did either Ging Yok or his 
companion utter except when the dwarf designated the 
landing place. They now went ashore, telling Old King 
Brady to remain in the boat. 

In the distance in the direction which they walked was 
a ruinous little building. The Chinamen passed around 
this and disappeared. Old King Brady had no notion of 
patiently waiting for their return. This was his chance 
and he was resolved to take it. Eemoving his coat and 
hat, he managed to fasten them on one of the oars and to 
so tie the oar to the seat that in the distance and the dim 
light it would look as if a man was still sitting in the boat. 

This done, the old detective made for the little building 
in a crouching position, almost on all fpurs in fact. He 
covered the ground with a speed hardly to be expected of 
one of his years. As he drew near the hut he caught the 
murmur of voices. They were talking in Chinese. 

Old King Brady got up against the building and peered 
through a crack. It was just the dwarf and his companion. 

They were sitting on a bench outside, apparently wait- 
ing for someone. 

"Confound the luck," muttered the old detective. "It 
will be daylight soon. If they don't get through with their 
business pretty speedily my case is settled, for I shall have 
to light out." 

Ten minutes passed, and then the dwarf, who was doing 
most of the talking, suddenly stopped and got on his feet. 
The other man followed his example. t 
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Footsteps were soon heard in the distance — and in a 
minute a white man wearing a military coat and an officer's 
fatigue cap came into view. Old King Brady was willing 
to believe that he was the same man he had seen the night 
before. 

"Hello, Yok !" he exclaimed. "Well, here we are again, 
it appears." 

"Yair, clapting," was the reply. "We comee one time 
more. What now?" 

"Well, I got my wireless despatch." 
"Yair. Good!" 

"Day after to-morrow the Mikado ought to be near 
enough to the Golden Gate for our purpose." 
"Yair. Good!" 

"You can get your schooner around here any time. I 
ljave fixed it so she won't be disturbed." 
"Yair. Good!" 

"You best start to-morrow night. Does your captain 
think he can find the steamer ?" 

"Yair. He tink dat. So he fail, dlen we folly stleamer 
out when she sail and gettee hop dlen." 

"Let us hope he may succeed. The other plan I am 
afraid of. Are you going, too ?" 

"Yair. Me go." 

"That's all right. But now, Ging Yok, I want to tell 
you something which you won't like very well. There is 
more danger in this deal than you think." 

"Hello, clapting, whattee you mean by dlat?" 

"I mean that the Secret Service men are after you. I 
got the straight tip from Washington. They are here in 
San Francisco now." 

Old King Brady was disgusted. But this was not the 
first time that the movements of the detectives had been 
tipped off from Secret Service headquarters. That an 
army or naval officer was in this crooked deal made the 
fact all the more interesting. 

"Somebody shall suffer for this," thought Old King 
Brady. 

Meanwhile the conversation was going right on. 
"You tellee' me dlat?" said the dwarf. "Well, dlat one 
blad job." 

"It is as I tell you. Ever hear of the Bradys?" 

"Yair. I sabcall Bladys. Big detlectives." 

"They are the ones. They bear a great reputation, Yok. 
If it was not for the unusual size and value of this ship- 
ment of opium, and the big money myself and friends 
have invested, I'd be hanged if I wouldn't call the deal 
off." 

"Too muchee late now, clapting." 
" Of course it's too late. No ; it can't be done, but we 
must look sharp. Meanwhile I've done the best I could." 
"What you do, clapting?" 

"Oh, I've hired a couple of fellows to look out for the 
detectives. If they catch 'em foul it will be all day with 
them." 

"You killee diem?" demanded the dwarf, bluntly. 
'Well," replied the captain, "you Chinks like to call a 



spade a spade. I'll put it a little different and say that I 
shall probably take steps to see that they are mercifully 
removed." 

"Me no lunderstland." 

"Let it go your way, then, Yok." 

"Belly good. You killee diem, dlat will be best." 

Old King Brady had heard enough. He felt that fur- 
ther details of the opium plot could scarcely help him. 

Clearly the stuff was to be thrown into the sea far from 
the Golden Gate and the bags were to be recovered by the 
schooner's people. 

As to finding out who the confederates of the smugglers 
on board the Mikado were, Old King Brady scarcely ex- 
pected to do that. He determined to retreat and started 
for the boat. But this was the time the old detective's 
luck deserted him. Stepping on a round stone, he man- 
aged to turn his ankle and to give it a fearful wrench. It 
was a sprain of the worst kind. Summoning all his resolu- 
tion, Old King Brady tried in spite of the pain to regain 
the boat. It was impossible. In terrible agony he walked 
a few steps and then sank down in a faint. When he 
came to himself, to his horror, he found Ging Yok stand- 
ing over him covering him with a huge revolver. 

"Hey, you !" demanded the dwarf. "What you do away 
from boat? You spy?" 

"I have sprained my ankle. I am almost dead !" groan- 
ed the detective. 

"You be full dead one time, mebbe. You spy." 

"No, no." 

"Dlen why you go away and leave bloat !" 

In too great pain to be diplomatic, Old King Brady only 
groaned. Now hurrying footsteps were heard approach- 
ing. In a moment the other Chink, accompanied by the 
officer, came up. 

"Who dlis man?" demanded the dwarf. "Mebbe him 
flaud. Mebbe him Old King Blady one time — yair." 

The officer put on a pair of eyeglasses and looked the 
old detective over. 

"You are right!" he exclaimed. "Sure, he is Old King 
Brady. Well, here's luck !" 



CHAPTEE IX. 

YOUNG KING BRADY FINDS HIMSELF BETWEEN TWO FIEES. 

It would have been some comfort to Old King Brady in 
his trouble if he could have known what Harry and Alice " 
had accomplished in connection with the Cue-Hunters of 
the Barbary Coast. 

But even that was to be denied him. 

The old detective had fallen into hard lines. 

But the truth was, even if Ging Yok had told all that 
he knew on that subject, it would not have helped Old 
King Brady much. The visit to the lodge room under the 
ruins was in a certain sense a fiasco, for it brought little 
information to the detectives. 

What Harry and Alice saw was what Old King Brady 
had seen. The only difference was that in the under- 
ground lodge room there were ten Chinks gathered, with- 
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out counting their two conductors. Among them was Ging 
Yok, the Chinese dwarf. What they heard can be briefly 
described in four words — talk, talk, more talk ! 

There were no strange and occult ceremonies of any 
sort. For an hour and over the talk continued. Alice 
joined in with the others. Poor Harry had all he could do 
to keep from going to sleep, for the room was frightfully 
hot and close and several of the brothers were smoking 
fearfully strong tobacco in cheap bamboo opium pipes. 

No one paid the least attention to Harry, although all 
regarded him curiously when he first came in. Still it was 
a matter of congratulation that they did not appear to be 
suspected in any way. Nobody seemed to be angry, no- 
body appealed particularly excited. It was just talk, talk, 
more talk ! At last the meeting broke up and they all left 
the place via the underground passage through the ruins, 
going one at a time. The dwarf went first. One of the 
brothers took Harry and Alice through the passage next. 

The Chinaman went out alone first, and at last Alice 
found opportunity to speak. 

"Harry," she whispered, "we are to stay here until I 
can count a hundred and then I go out; when you have 
counted the same follow. I have to go with the dwarf. 
You get out of the way as quick as you can." 

"But you must not," objected Harry. "Alice, this won't 
do!" 

"It has to do. Don't attempt to interfere. I am on the 
verge of important discoveries. He does not suspect me. 
Now don't you interfere and spoil it all." 

Young King Brady was wild. But he knew Alice's de- 
termined character too well to attempt to argue. 

"Where are you going?" he breathed. 

"I stop at that laundry to-night." 

"Alice, it must not be." 

"Harry, it has to be, so say no more about it." 

"Have they discovered the loss of their record book?" 

"Yes, but now I am going out." 

"Insist upon taking me with you, Alice." 

"No. They won't have you, and that is all there is 
to it." 

"Try !" 

"No fuss now. I am determined to win out in this case, 
and I shall do it, too." 

She left him then, and none too soon, for another 
Chinaman came up behind them in a second. 

Harry smiled at him. The man made certain signs. 
Perhaps this was Chinese deaf and dumb talk, but all 
Harry could do was to shake his head. He did not count. 
In fact, he was too deeply worried even to remember that 
he had been told to do so for the moment. When the 
recollection came to him he passed out, and ascending the 
cellar steps, came up on Dupont street. Across the street, 
standing in the doorway of the ruined house, were Alice 
and the Chinese dwarf. The former made one of the 
.secret signs to him. It meant, "Go down the block and 
come back on the other side and join us." 



This Young King Brady did, and then all three went 
around on Broadway street, where they halted. 

Alice then began to talk in English with her fingers, 
the dwarf looking admiringly on. This was Harry's chance 
to get posted. Both he and Alice are most expert in the 
use of the deaf and dumb linger talk. 

"I have told him that you came from North China," 
said Alice, "and that we talk in signs only known to our- 
selves." 

"That's well enough," replied Harry, "but I won't have 
you going away with this man alone." 

"You can't stop it, for I have made up my mind to go.' T 
"But your reason?" 

"I am going with the opium smuggler on a schooner." 
"Oh, Alice!" 

"Now don't you get nervous. I can take care of myself 
all right." 

"I don't like it." 
"You can't help it." 

"Try to persuade him to take me along." • 

"I have tried. He won't have you. It is no use." 

"Shall I see you before you start?" 

"If possible, yes, but I can't promise. You can hang 
around here; if I can get a chance to join you in tbe- 
morning I certainly shall do it. Now I am going, and 
you go back to the hotel." 

They parted company then, and Young King Brady 
went to the costumer's, who had agreed to admit him at 
whatever time of night he might call. 

Having made his change, he returned to the Palace 
Hotel, a very much disgusted young man. To add to his 
disgust Old King Brady was missing and had left no word 
as to where he had gone or when he expected to return. 

The night passed and he did not return. Harry was in 
despair. During the morning he hung about the ruined 
house, sticking closer to it than was really safe.. But he 
saw nothing of Alice, much to his disgust. 

"She will overdo this Chinese business some of these 
days," he said to himself again and again. 

His only hope was that Alice had not done it in this 
instance. At noon he gave it up and went back to the 
hotel. And now he found real cause for alarm. 

Old King Brady's room key still remained uncalled for. 

The old detective had now been gone for many hours. 

That something serious had happened to him Harry 
could not doubt. Thus he found himself between two fires. 

In his dilemma he went down to Tony the Greaser's, in 
his Chinese disguise, and knocked on Sandy McGown's 
door. Late as was the hour — it was now two o'clock — he 
found the old pirate in bed, as he usually was in the day- 
time. It took a lot of knocking to obtain admission, but at 
last Hairy got in. 

"What's the matter? What brings you here alone?" 
demanded Sandy, adding: 

"I didn't get to bed till nearly two o'clock. I was trying 
to get a little sleep." 
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"Sorry to have disturbed you, Mr. McGown," replied 
Harry, "but what about Old^King Brady?" 
"What do you mean.?" 

"Why, he has not been- seen since last evening." 
"What!" cried Sandy. "Do you mean to say he didn't 
■come home this morning?" 
"No." 

"Then there must be something wrong." 

"There is, of course. What do you know?" 

Sandy told of the doings of the night. 

'"The Governor has managed to get himself into trouble, 

■ surest thing," said Harry. "We must see this man Henty 

■ a,t once." 

"I'll dress and go with you," replied Sandy. "If Billy 
; Henty is at the bottom of this business I'll make him 
-suffer for it, that's all." 

But when they got to Henty's they found themselves 
•no better off. The coffee and cruller man was wild with 
•indignation. His boat had not been brought back. Ht 
was sure the Chinks had "swiped" it. He appeared to be 
-quite indifferent as to Old King Brady's fate. Harry at 
■once took the initiative. Matters had become tpo serious 
! to allow his fears to interfere with business now. 

"We want to find out what has become of that boat," he 
■said. "What's the thing worth?" 

Henty put a price on| his boat. Harry promptly paid it. 
""That secures you against loss, and you can. return the 
money to me in cade you get back the boat," he said. 
"Now you two just get busy and see what you can do 
about finding it. The boat must be somewhere along the 
water front." 

And this was as far as he could get. Henty had gone 
-directly to bed after Old King Brady rowed away with the 
'Chinese dwarf and his companion, it appeared. He de- 
clared that he had no idea; in which direction they went- 

"This is a bad job," said McGown, after they got away 
from the place. "What do you think I better do?" 

Harry gave up another ten-dollar bill. 

"Hang around the Greaser's and see what you can pick 
■up," he replied, "but whatever you. do don't get too full 
•to understand what's going on. Look also for the boat." 

"Yen trust me for that," growled the old pirate. "So 
•long as there is any business to be done 1 never get full." 

They parted on Drumm street and Harry went back to 
' the ruined house. Here he "hung around for an hour and 
was giving it up as a bad job, when, while standing on the 

■ corner of Dupont and Broadway street, he saw Alice com- 
ting down the hill, still in her Chinese disguise. 

"At last," growled Harry to himself. 

As she drew nearer he saw that her face wore an anxious 
"look. He waited for her to come up and they turned into 
: T)upont street. Here Alice began to talk with her fingers. 

She had previously signed to Harry not to speak. 

"Trouble, Harry?" was what she said. 

"Well, I should say so!" replied Young King Brady. 
""As neat as I can figure it out, the Governor has been cap- 
tured by the Cue-Hunters." 



"That's right." 

"Do you know anything about it?" 

"Only the fact. I wish I knew the details, but I don't." 

"Tell me what you know." 

"Why, the dwarf came to me this morning and told me 
that he had captured the notorious detective, Old King 
Brady; that he had him a prisoner on an island in the 
bay; that he had sprained his ankle and could not move, 
and that the intention was to kill him." 

"Serious enough! Did he say what island?" 

" No, he didn't, but of eourse it is Yerba Buena." 

"Probably. Did he tell you how it happened?" 

"No; as I. told you, he gave no details." 

"It is dreadful. What about yourself. We ca^n do noth- 
ing for the minute, so tell me all that happened to you 
last night." ^ 
-"There is very little to tell, Harry- I went to the laun- 
dry and was given a room to myself upstairs. There I 
slept until nine o'clock this morning. I then got up and 
dressed and went down into the laundry. The dwarf was 
there. He took me outside, and while we were walking 
about he told me what I have just told you." 

"And why did you go with him, Alice?" 

"They are going out in a schooner to-night to meet the 
Mikado and get the opium. He asked for volunteers while 
we were talking at the meeting last night. Only three 
were willing to go. He wanted five, so I consented to go." 

"I don't like it." 

"I can't help it whether you do or not. I am deter- 
mined to see the adventure through. No discussion now. 
We*have something more important to think 'about. What 
are you going to do about Mr. Brady? Decide quick. We 
may be watched. I have to get right back or I may spoil 
it all." 

"Do you believe the dwarf told the truth?" 
"I do. Still it may not be so." 
"If he lieel to you then he suspects you." 
"I know thatVso." 

"Alice, it is too dangerous. Listen to me." 

"No. Mr. Brady wants to learn who on the Mikado is 
in this deal, and that is what I propose to find out." 

"I don't know what to do. I am sure Old King Brady 
would not want me to go for the police." 

"Of course he would prefer to have you re'seue him 
quietly if it can be done." 

"I think I shall try it with the help of Sandy McGown." 

"I am sure that will be the best." 

"When do you start? What is the name of the schooner < 
you are going on?" 

"Don't know. We meet to-night at nine o'clock at 
Tony the Greaser's." 

Young- King Brady was in worse despair than ever now. 

But he could say nothing to dissuade Alice from her 
dangerous course and they soon parted. Harry made a 
bee-line for the costrrmer's, and, shedding his Chinese dis- 
guise, assumed one which resembled the- dress of a long- 
shoreman and struck out for Tony the Greaser's. 
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But for Old King Brady's predicament .'he would have 
moved heaven and earth to get a chance on the smuggler's 
craft. But just now Young .King Brady found himself 
between two fires. What to do he did not know. 



CHAPTEE X. 

YOUNG . KING BRADY TERNS THE CASE OVER TO THE SECRET 
i SERVICE COMMISSIONER. 

Old King ; Brady was indeed in a sorry fix. Morning 
had just begun to dawn whenMhe officer eame up and 
recognized him. The old detective thought as he looked 
at the man that he had never seen so evil a faee. Owelty 
and dissipation were written upon every line of it. It was 
the face of a heartless fiend. 

"I have less to expect from this fellow than even from 
the Chinese," be said to himself. , 

And he determined to be particularly careful what he 
said to the man. 

"Ging Yok, you break away for a few minutes," said the 
officer. "I wish to talk to this old man alone." 

The Chinese shuffled off, halting about a hundred yards 
away. 

"I am right," said the officer then. "You are Old King 
Brady, the detective ?" 
"I am," was the calm reply. 

"You are here on the business of trapping opium smug- 
glers, I suppose ?" 
"I am." 

"You see the trouble to which your meddling interfer- 
ence has brought you. Why didn't you have sense enough 
to keep away?" 

"Do you ask me that question? I am in the employ of 
the United States Government jast at present, same as 
you are. I don't allow my work to go by the board." 

"So? Now look here, my friend, you have run your 
race. In coming up against me you have bumped into a 
bad man. Do you realize that?" 

"Fully. You needn't wave your revolver, captain. It is 
sufficient that you have the, drop on me. I am lying here 
helpless. I could not fight you, even if I was so disposed.'' 

"And it is a good job for you that you are so; otherwise 
I should shoot you on the spot." 

"And you an officer and a gentleman? Is t it army or 
navy, captain?" 

"It's none of your business which it is, nor anything ehe 
about me." 

"Oh, very well. Please yourself." 

"I intend to. Old man, listen to. me." 

"I am listening." 

"You have brought your pitcheT to the well once too 
often. The mere fact that you have seen my face and have 
identified me with these Chinese opium smugglers makes 
it necessary that I should put you out of business." 

"And you propose to do it?" 

"I do. There is absolutely no help for you." 

"That is discouraging." 

"You may as well face facts." 



"I am facing yon, captain." 

"Oh, I am not, going to be your executioner. Don't - 
think it. I shall leave that: to the Chinks. But enough: of 
this. I was sure I recognized you. I only wanted tomake- 
eertain that 1 was not/making a mistake." 

"It is no mistake. I am Old King Brady, the detective, 
but I want to say to you that I am not alone in this work. 
Whatever you do to me, or permit these Chinamen to do,, 
is sure to become known. For one government officer to- 
connive at the murder of another is pretty serious busi- 
ness. It will surely spell vour finish. Now mark what I. 
say!" 

The captain bit his lip and .baeked away. He still'? 
seemed to be afraid that Old King Brady might fire on: 
him, as, indeed, he readily might. have done. 

Thus the captain joined. the Chinamen, and after a brief 
conversation all returned to the helpless detective. 

The dwarf now did the revolver act and held Old King 
Brady covered, while the captain and the other Chink- 
went through his clothes, taking away his revolvers, knives 
and most of his other belongings. The two Chinamen 
then picked him up, head and heels, and carried him along 
the shore .without showing the least regard, for his sprained: 
ankle. The pain was agonizing. It wasiall the old detec- 
tive could do to endure it : and keep his mouth shut- 

At last they came to an iron door huilt in the rocks. 

Above was a sign which read : "Dynamite. Keep off ! ,r 

And here in a dark vault, hollowed out in the rocky side 
of Yerba Buena Island, with boxes of high explosives all 
around ;him, Old King Brady was shut in. Truly the life 
of a detective is not a bed of roses by; any means. 

As for Old King Brady, he found his bed a pretty hard 
one, for they laid him down on the rocky floor and locked 
the door upon him. They brought his coat and hat and 
gave them to him, and for this small favor. he felt grateful,, 
for the vault was decidedly damp. 

"I shall not tie you up," said the captain just before he 
closed the door on the old detective. "The more you stir 
around the more danger you will be in. If you happen to 
explode the d3"namite and blow yourself to pieces, why just 
so much trouble will have been saved." 

And with this he retreated and locked the door of the 
vault. And such was Old King Brady's disagreeable and 
perilous situation. Here he remained for many hours 
hearing nothing, seeing nothing. It was a situation caleu- ■ 
lated to drive one mad. Here he was when Harry enterec" 
Tony the Greaser's that afternoon and looked about fov 
Sand}- McGown. The old pirate was sitting at a table half 
asleep. Young King Brady went up to him and shook him. 

"Say, who are you? What do you want? Lemme be,'" 
growled Sandy, who had already made a big hole in the 
ten-dollar bill. 

"I want to see you outside," whispered Harry. 

It is only due to Sandy to say that, having recognized 
Young King Brady's voice, he was on the job at once. 

"All right," he growled, and staggered to his feet. 

Harry thought then that he was so drunk that he was- 
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not going to be able to do anything with him. But it did 
not prove so. Once they got on the street, and Sandy had 
time to pull himself together, he appeared to be as sober 
38 usual. 

" Say, I didn't know you first off," he growled. " Any- 
thing doing? Any news?" , 
"That's up to you. Did you find the boat?" 
"Yep." 

* Where is it?" 

"Oyer by Brannan street, where they landed that time.'' 

"So?" 

"Yep." 

"Pick up any points?" 
"Yep." 

"Well, let's have them." 

"There's a schooner at the other end of the rope to 
which the boat is tied. Her name is the Leonard. I am 
dead certain that she means to sail before dark. I seen a 
Clunk come off'n her. I believe she is Ging Yok's outfit, 
Brady. The old man may be aboard." 

"I doubt it," replied Harry, and he told what Alice had 
said. 

"Well, probably he is on Yerba Buena,^ cried Sandy. 

"It looks so to me." 

"Do you propose to go over there?" 

"Well, I am thinking about it. Want to go along?" 

"I can, of course, but I was waiting in Tony's for a 
feller who I expect can put me next to what's doing on 
the Leopard." 

Just here Sandy's legs began to wabble a bit. Harry 
saw that it would not be much use to depend upon him. 

"Well, go it your own way," he replied. "I'll go on to 
Menty's and get a boat. I'll pull over to the island alone." 

Sandy seemed troubled. But he spoke out frankly. 

"I hate to have you do it, Brady," he said. "It's a big 
risk, but the fact is I am too full to be of much use to you." 

"I see you are. I wish you could manage to keep sober 
nntil we get done with this job. I'm in a whole lot of trou- 
ble, besides the capture of Old King Brady." 

"You are, eh? Well, what now?" 

Harry explained what Alice had done. 

"Come, that is serious," said Sandy, who seemed to be 
straight enough in his head. The girl runs a terrible 
risk." 

"It is too much altogether. Know what I'd like to have 
jou do?" 
"What" 

"Snip aboard the Leopard and look out for her." 
"I think I could do it. The fellow I'm waiting for is 
the mate. He's an old friend of mine." 
Harry jumped at the chance. 

"Do it, then," he said. "It will relieve my mind im- 
mensely, only do try to keep straight." 

"I won't totieh another drop till this is done, I promise 
row." 

They parted soon after, Harry going on to Henty's. 
On the way Harry thought fast, and before he reached 



the boatman's place it came to him very clearly what he 
ought to do. He determined to put his conclusions into 
execution if possible, for it seemed the only way. 

Henty had looked for the boat, he declared, but could 
not find it. Young King Brady seeing, although he re- 
ceived the price of a new boat for an old one, the man was 
not disposed to do anything, he did not press the matter, 
and telling him that he would want a boat in an hour 
he went away. He now hurried to the Brannan street 
docks and had a look at the Leopard. She was an old two- 
masted schooner which looked as if she had been due at 
the graveyard years before. The two men whom he saw 
moving about her decks were not prepossessing. There 
was no sign of cargo going aboard. 

Harry ventured close to her and hailed one of the men. 

"Any chance for a berth, mate?" he asked. 

"Naw," replied the man. "Crew's all engaged." 

"I'd work for me grub. Are you the mate?" 

"Naw. He's gone ashore, so's the skipper. 'Twouldn't 
be no use." 

"Going down the coast?" 

"Naw. Just up the bay to Vallejo for a load of stone." 

"When do you sail? I might come back again and see 
the mate." , 

"Dunno when we sail. 'Twouldn't be no use, I tell you. 
Crew is all engaged." ' 

Harry pulled out. There was nothing here to bear out 
Sandy McGown's statement that he could see. But, then, 
he reflected, the old opium smuggler knew the water front 
and its ways far better than he did. At all events, it was 
necessary to tie to his opinion since he was not able to form 
one of his own. So Young King Brady hurried to Mr. 
Narraway's office. The commissioner was in and received 
him cordially. 

"Sorry I was away when you called," he said. "How ia 
Mr. Brady? Have you been able to do anything on the 

case ?" 

■ "I should say that we had worked it up almost to the 
closing point," replied Harry, "but right here we have 
struck a snag." 
"Well?" 

"I have every reason to believe that Old King Brady 
has fallen into the hands of the enemy. He has disap- 
peared and I believe he is being held a prisoner." 

"That's a bad job. Tell me what you know." 

But this Harry had no intention of doing. Briefly he 
detailed their discoveries, but omitted to tell how they had 
been made and all mention of the Cue-Hunters. He did 
tell of the trip to Yerba Buena, however, and intimated 
that he believed Old King Brady to be held a prisoner 
there. Mr. Narraway looked grave. 

"It would appear that some naval officer was in the 
deal," he said. 

"That is what I believe. One thing is certain, the Chi- 
nese who are running this business intend meeting the 
Mikado on a schooner. I think I know the craft. If I am 
right she is now lying at the Brannan street docks and 
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will sail some time this afternoon. What I need is help. 
Can you send a tug to trail her with Secret Service men 
enough aboard to make the capture?" 

"Certainly," replied Mr. Narraway. "You will go with 
them?" 

"No; I am going over to Yerba Buena to look for Old 
King Brady. Your men will have to run the business 
themselves." 

"It shall be done. What is the name of the schooner?" 
"The Leopard." 

"Very well. How many men do you think will be 
needed?" 

"It will be better to have too many than too few". Could 
you raise ten?" 

"Yes. I will put them in charge of Al Wilson, one of 
my best detectives. Do you want him to overhaul the 
schooner without waiting for word from you?" 

"The way I am situated it will have to be so, for the 
chances are against me being able to help. If he sees a 
hunchbacked Chinaman on deck he will know that he is on 
the right trail. Then let him use his judgment about the 
time to strike the final blow; but I should recommend 
waiting until they have ' actually taken the hop on board 
before going for them." 

"Do you think they have a cannon?" 

"I didn't see one." 

"I shall see that we have one." 

"Very well." 

"You have not told me the name of the parties you 
suspect." 
"No." 

"Do you propose to?" 

"It is against Mr. Brady's way of doing business, 

but^ " 

"Oh, suit yourself." 

"I am not unwilling, Mr. Narraway, but I must request 
that you work strictly on my lines." 

"Oh, certainly. Is Captain McGown in the deal? I 
have just learned that he has been seen about town during 
the last few days." 

"I know for a certainty that he is not in the deal." 

"You spoke of a hunchbacked Chinaman. Do you mean 
one Ging Yok?" 

"That is the man." 

"Ah ! So? He has been mixed up in opium smuggling 
before. I was not aware that he was in town." 

"He is, and he is the man Wilson must look out for." 

"It shall all be as you say, Harry. But don't you think 
, it would be better to let me send a man or two with you to 
Yerba Buena ?" 

"No; I prefer to go alone." 

"Very well." 

And thus Young King Brady threw the case over on to 
the Secret Service Commissioner. ( 

It was the best he could do under the circumstances. 

How fortunate it was that he took this course will soon 
be shown. 



CHAPTER XI. 

HAEBT IN THE TOILS. 

Having completed his arrangements with Commissioner 
Narraway, Young King Brady hurried to the Palace Hotel 
to see if there was any word from his partner, but there 
was none. He then went over to the Barbary Coast and 
hung about the ruined house for a few moments, hoping to, 
see something of Alice, although hardly expecting it. 

Here again he was disappointed, so he soon gave it up 
and started for Henty's, where he got his boat and pulled 
out into the bay. - Instead of going directly to the island, 
he rowed around by the way of Brannan street and got a 
sight of the schooner. There appeared to be some hustle 
aboard. The sailors were loading on a few bags and boxes. 

He pulled on and at last drew near Yerba Buena, skirt- 
ing along the rocky shore. Never had he felt so helpless. 

He rowed slowly on, and at length came in sight of the 
dynamite magazine. Little did he imagine that at that 
very moment Old King Brady was concealed behind the 
iron door beneath the warning sign. 

"I shall do nothing here," thought Harry. "Really I 
don't see how I can hope for it. I believe I shall have to 
give it up and make for the tug. At least I shall be near 
Alice in that case." 

But still he could not bring himself to give it up, and 
he continued to pull along the shore. Presently he came 
in sight of a little pier. Here a man was fishing. Harry 
ventured to turn a glass on him and saw that he' had on 
uniform trousers. 

He turned his boat towards the pier, fully expecting to 
be ordered off. Just at this moment a man wearing a 
white suit and a straw hat came into view around a bend 
of the rocky shore. He was smoking a cigar and carried in 
his hand a light bamboo cane. 

"That fellow is a bigbug of some sort," thought Young 
King Brady. "I believe I shall have to give it up." 

The man's attention was drawn to him at once. He toot 
out an opera glass and looked Harry over. Then he hur- 
ried towards the pier and said something to the fisherman. 

Harry pulled slowly on, intending to pass pretty close to 
the end of the pier and see what these men would do. 

That they were watching him intently was evident, and 
he was curious to know the cause. As he drew near the 
end of the pier the man in the white .suit put his hand to 
his mouth and called : 

"Hello, the boat! Come in here, will you! I want to 
talk with you." 

"Aye, aye, sir!" responded Harry, not forgetting that 
as far as his dress went he might be taken for a bay thief, 
of whom there were always enough about. So he pulled 
in to the end of the pier. The man was of medium height, 
with a red, pimply face and big staring eyes. Still, from 
his dress and general appearance, it was evident that he 
was a person of education and standing, whatever his posi- 
tion on the island might be. 

"What are you rowing about here for, young man?" he 
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-asked in a tone not entirely uncivil. "You are aware that 
'this is government property/ I suppose?" 

" Oh, yes, sir,' r replied Harry ^ "I was : just rowing 
;around,-that is all. You called me> so I came ashore;" 

"Are you certain that you were not looking for some- 
one? I am Lieutenant Haffen, of this station; I. have a 
.reason for asking this question." 

"Well, sir, I don't know- '■' 

"You don't quite: understand ,me,I daresay. I will ex- 
iplain.. Early this. morning a sentry who. is ; on. guard at 
the top of: 'the hill heard. loud cries for help on the shore 
•here. A:iew minutes afterward .he :Saw< a boat with two 
tmen in it pull away; He aroused: some of .the men. con- 
rueeted with the cable station and they came down with 
.lanterns, butrcould find no one. At daybreak the matter 
was reported to me and a little later we made another 
search, which resulted in jfindingia peculiar blue coat with 
flat brass buttons, which. had been turned, inside out. In . 
•one of the pockets was a soft white felt hat with a. very 
'wide brim. These articles -were lying on the rooks near the 
•water's edge. My idea is that a- murder may have been 
.committed, though. I. confess that I can't understand how 
the murderers, if they threw the body of their victim into 
the water, came to leave his coat and hat behind., . Of 
course I . have reported the : matter to the proper . authori- 
ties, but I have heard nothing, as yet.. It just occurred to 
me when I saw you . pulling along here that you might be 
■a detective sent .to. investigate, or something, of the sort." 

The man's manner was so frank and he spoke so civilly 
-that Young. King Brady, although suspicious, . allowed 
himself to be thrown, somewhat off. his guard. 

"I'll. risk. it/' he rthought,. and. aloud .he added: 

"Well, sir, ypu.are right. I. was. sent here : by the chief 
of police just to look about a bit... My instructions were to 
see Lieutenant Haffen, and yon appear to be the very 
man." 

"Ah,, yes! Is any detective missing? . To be frank with' 
you, I imagined that the coat and hat might belong to the 
famous Old King .Brady. I once had the . pleasure of meet- 
ing the gentleman and ' I '.distinctly recall that he wore, a 
■similar coat."" 

"I don'i know,"* replied Harry. "I was just sent over 
to get full particulars. No name was given me. Tthought 
I v would, look the . ground, over first, and " 

"Quite right. Quite right ! I will give you the coat and 
hat if you care to take charge of them. Would" yon like to 
•talk to the sentry? I can arrange that,- too:" 

"It will not be necessary, sir, but I will take charge of 
the ; coat and hat if you are willing to give them up to me. 
As for my authority- "* 

"Oh, never mind your authority. Your- face is guar- 
antee enough for nre^ young man. Just come ashore. I 
hwe the coat and hat in- our dynamite vault. Itis close 
by heTe." 

This did not sound particularly encouraging. But 
Young King Brady felt that the lieutenant could not very 
ivell blow : him up without disposing of himself into the 



bargain, so he determined to risk it. Making his boat fast, 
he climbed upon the pier. Meanwhile the younger man 
had been intent upon his fishing and had not said a word. 

"What is your name, may I ask?" inquired the lieu- 
tenant. 

"Thomas Hardy, sir." 

"Yes, yes." 

"Are you a lieutenant in the army or the navy?" 

"In the navy. Just now I am on detached duty at the 
schoolship station. George, you have the key of the vault? 
Come and open it. You understand the lock. I don't 
want to run the chance of blowing myself and this, young 
man out of the world." 

"All right, sir," replied the fisherman, beginning to 
reel in his line. 

Harry watched and listened. He could not make up his 
mind whether these two men were sincere or not. He felt 
that he was running a great risk, and yet he could not 
draw back now, he thought, nor, indeed, did he see any 
real reason why he should. They walked towards the 
dynamite vault, the lieutenant talking all the while. 

Arrived there, "George" fumbled for the key. 

"I can't seem to find it, sir," he' said. "I think I must 
have left it in my coat pocket." 

"And where is your coat?" demanded the lieutenant. 

"On the pier." 

Go and get it, George, and be quick. We must not 
keep this young man waiting." 

George stepped back. At the same instant Harry had it 
made disgustingly plain that he had walked into a trap. 

Quick as a flash the lieutenant whipped out a revolver 
and covered him. Then, before he could make a move, 
George jumped on him from behind. 

"Move an inch and you are a dead one!" hissed the 
officer. 

But Harry's move was forward, for George bore him to 
the ground. He went down flat on his face, with, the 
young fellow on top- of him. 

"Chok« him ! Choke* him !" cried the off&er: "Don't 
let him get away from you. I'll shoot if he gets the best 
of you. ~ Choke- him;, George !" 

Harry, heedless of the threat, struggled all he-knew^but 
it went for little. George was a husky fellow and held him 
firmly. Getting him by the throat, he squeezed it for all 
he was worth. It was a terrible situation. Young King 
Brady felt consciousness skipping -away from him. He 
gagged and strangled— he was black in- the face, but still 
that terrible grip- tightened about his throat until at last 
all consciousness left him. Only too well had "George"' 
done his work. Weak, sore and terribly oppressed, Harry 
wandered back to life. He was in the dark. Someone 
held his hand tightly. For . the moment he thought he 
was dead. 

" Oh, oh ! Oh, what a fool I was !" he groaned. ? 
' "Harry!" 
It was Old King Brady's familiar voice. 
"Governor! You here?" 
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"Yes; I am here, Harry," was the reply. "Be careful 
how you move. This vault is full of dynamite or some 
such stuff. I can do little to help you. I cannot stand on 
my feet." , 

"Then } r ou were in the vault?" 

"I have been here for hours. I have sprained: my ankle, 
and it has swelled twice its natural size. It's a bad busi- 
ness, my boy. I suppose you were looking for me." 

Little by little Young .King Brady managed to pull! 
himself together and :the detectives were able :to compare 
notes. 

"The man who got you is the same who put me here," 
said the old detective. 

"I suspected him from the first," said Harry, "but I 
wanted to find you. Suppose I examine your foot, Gover- 
nor. I find I have , my flashlight, although they have 
cleaned me out of both revolvers and. about everything 
else." 

"Do it. I don't suppose you can help me much. The} 
got my flashlight. I have had no chance to examine my 
foot." 

Harry got out his light and glanced around. 

"Stifling here," he said. 

"Terrible," replied the old detective. 

Harry examined ihe old detective's foot. The -shoe had 
been removed and the foot was terribly swollen. Harry 
could do nothing, of course. The hours passed^ Tt wa- 
dreary work sitting there in the darkness, but at last tht 
end came. As near as the old detective could figure out 
it was about seven o'clock when Harry dropped asleep. 
He slept for hours, and Old King Brady did not disturb 
him. At last, away along towards morning, he "was sud- 
denly startled by sounds outside. Then the door swung 
back and there stood the Chinese dwarf and three ro.ugh-i 
looking white men. The "lieutenant" was in the back- 
ground wrapped in his cloak. 

"There they are, Yok," he said. "Now yau have the 
whole outfit. I trust you to dispose of them. By: sunrise 
the far-famed firm of Brady must be a thing of the past." 



CHAPTEE XII. 

CONCEUSION. 

Alice, although she put on a brave front to Harry, was 
really more nervous than she had been for many a day 
over a case. If her disguise was discovered she felt that 
her chance of escaping alive out of the hands of the Cue- 
Hunters was very slim. She had not told Harry all, nor 
half of what she heard in the secret lodge room of that 
singular organization. Two of the brothers were detailed 
to attend to each of these cases at the meeting. The 
opium smuggling appeared to be a side issue of the dwarf's. 

The' discovery of the fact that the record book and slips 
were missing had been duly made, and the Cue-Hunters 



were furious over it. But they .laid.it to a certain Jim' 
Sing,' whoever he was, a member who had turned traitor 
and joined the Highbinders. His death was decreed at. 
the meeting. It was ordered by the dwarf, who appeared 
tc be the grand master, so to speak, that whichever brother 
happened to get .wind of where the man was first was to- 
drop all else and go on his trail, .never stopping until he 
had secured his cue. 

Up in the rooms ov«r the laundry the dwarf showed 
Alice twelve cues, which he informed her had been cut: 
from the heads of the victimss of the order within a year. . 

Alice went directly. back to her. room over the laundry 
afteT leaving Harry. She remained in. her room until late 
in the afternoon, when the dwarf walked in without warn- 
ing. To give the conversation which passed between them 
literally wo.uld.be impossible. As jotted down in Alice's- 
notes it ran something as follows : 

"So you are .here ?" 

"Yes, and ready for business." 

"We start now. It may be that we do not sail until" 
later, but now we go aboard." 

"Have you heard anything more of the detectives?" 

"No more. . I. have not been to the island, hut to-night' 
we go there. .1 only wish that old . man hada cue to add to> 
my collection. But no. matter, . I shall dispose of him in> 
another way." 

Poor Alice was , almost in despair. , Still she determined 
to persevere. At five o'clock: she went with the dwarf to 
the foot of Brannan street and on hoard, the Leopard. 

Here there were three other Chinamen, two sailors,, 
white, and the captain and- mate, also white. 

At seven o'clock the schooner was towed out into the- 
bay, where she dropped anchor off Yerba.Buena. Qf the 
events of the evening nothing need.be. said. The Chinese 
huddled together in the cabin, serving .a, cold meal to them- 
selves. At nine o'clock the dwarf informed Alice that her 
services would not .be required until, the next day and that 
?she could turn . in. if she wished. There were three small: 
staterooms in the cabin, and to her immense relief the 
dwarf told Alice that -she could , have one of these to her- 
self. She lost no time in shutting herself in. And, as 
here she remained until morning, Alice played.no part in 
the events which , happened later. Somewhere along to- 
wards morning she awoke to find that they were moving. . 
and supposing that they were standing out to sea in pur- 
suit of the Mikado, she went to. sleep again. What hap- 
pened m the interim we must now describe. 

i* * ******* * 

Old King Brady and Harry -were ordered tolget up and ' 
follow the dwarf, who in common with the Chinamen 
with him, displayed a revolver. But it was impossible for 
the old detective to stand. The dwarf appeared to have 
anticipated this. He ordered the two sailors to. get the old 
detective on his feet and bring him along. Harry recog- 
nized these men as the two he: had seen on board the Leo- 
pard, but he looked for Sandy McGown in vain. 

They got Old King Brady on his feet and half carried- 
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half dragged him down to the shore and put him in a boat, 
Harry being escorted there by the Chinks. The Leopard 
lay in the offing and the boat was pulled over to her. The 
lieutenant watched these proceedings from a distance, but 
he did not speak again. Once on the schooner, the Bradys 
were tumbled on the deck in a corner und left to them- 
selves, with a Chinaman carrying his revolver displayed, 
marching up and down nearby. Sails were run up and the 
schooner started up the bay. Soon anchor was dropped oft 
a ruinous wharf, where there was a half-burned factory 
standing on a high bank. The place appeared to be utterly 
deserted. Now the prisoners were hustled into the boat 
again. Their only hope was in the success of Harry's 
arrangements. From the first they knew that they were 
being followed by a tug. But was it the Secret Service 
tag? Now as the boat started shoreward, they saw that 
the tug had vanished. But the green hills above San 
Francisco have many windings. Everywhere the shore is 
indented with little coves. Into any one of these the tug 
might have slipped. 

The sailors were not in the boat this time. It was just 
the dwarf and four other Chinks, one of whom was a man 
who had not even been seen by Alice, wherever he kept 
himself. They pulled out in two* boats, one containing the 
Bradys, a rower and a man with a revolver always watch- 
ing, the other the Chinese dwarf and his two companions. 

The boats were pulled directly to the ruined wharf. 

Here they landed on the beach. Harry was ordered out 
at the revolver's point. The dwarf and his men closed in 
on Mm. At the head of the pier Were two piles driven in 
the mud, and to one of these Harry was securely bound. 

Not a word was spoken. Once he was secured, Old King 
Brady was dragged ashore and tied up to the other pile. 

The detectives now gave up hope. Both the Bradys 
made up their minds that they had heen tied up to be 
shot, but there was worse to come, for now the Chinks 
began to gather dry wood, of which there was a lot lying 
about the ruins of the half-burned factory. This they 
piled about the Bradys. The dreadful truth was now. 
made plain. The intention was to burn the detectives 
alive. One lighted a torch, another worked at the wood 
which had been brought. The Chinese dwarf seemed to 
be having everything his own way. The wood wa3 rapidly 
piled around Old King Brady and Harry. The other 
Chinamen watched all these proceedings with stolid indif- 
ference. There seemed no hope of escape. But that dark- 
est moment which is commonly supposed to precede the 
dawn had come and passed. Help was closer at hand than 
the Bradys knew or had allowed themselves to believe. 

Suddenly a gun boomed over the bay and a tug ran into 
view between the schooner and the old pier, coming out of 
a nearby cove. The dwaTf gave a yell of rage, and a great 
jabbering in Chinese followed. The man with the torch 
flung it down and started for the hills. But he came back 
flying. Then all hands made for the beach. 

Down the hill from behind the ruined f actoTy a number 
of men with guns in their hands came running. Help 



had come at the critical moment. It was Detective Wilson 
and his Secret Service posse. The Bradys were saved ! 

It was an easy capture. The Chinamen were cut off by 
a cove on each side. As for the schooner captain, when he 
found himself up against a cannon, he promptly surren- 
dered. The Chinamen were soon secured and the Bradys 
freed. Harry took one of the boats and made a bee-line 
for the schooner. He demanded to know if there was 
another Chinaman aboard. The captain grunted out that 
lie neither knew nor cared. But Harry found out for 
himself. His knock awoke Alice from her sleep to learn 
that all was over and success had come. 

The Bradys and their prisoners returned to San Fran- 
cisco on the tug, one sailor being left to guard the schooner. 

All hands were promptly jailed. Old King Brady was 
taken to a hospital, and it was two weeks before he was 
able to move about again. Meanwhile Harry had closed 
up everything. Thanks to Alice, six of the Cue-Hunters 
were arrested. 

The Mikado came in and the head steward also found 
himself in the toils, for the dwarf gave him away, and 
nearly sixty thousand dollars worth of opium fell into the 
hands of the Secret Service men. The smugglers received 
the law's full penalty. The dwarf and two Cue-Hunters 
were tried for the murder of Charlie Fang. The dwarf 
was hung, the two Cue-Hunters got fifteen years each. 

No direct evidence being obtainable against the remain- 
ing Chinese prisoners, they finally went free. -But this 
broke up the society of the "Hair-Gatherers," so far as is 
known. 

The first thing in the afternoon Young 'King Brady, 
with a Secret Service posse of Mr. Narraway's men, went 
over to Yerba Buena to find the "lieutenant." And they 
got him. The man had the audacity to give his true name, 
it appeared. Thus Lieutenant J. H. Haffen, U. S. N., was 
landed in a cell. But here his disgrace seemed to prey on 
his mind, for he took his life by opium poisoning. 

Wing Fang rewarded the Bradys liberally. 

The Bradys looked out for Sandy McGown and Al. Wil- 
son. The Secret Service fees were forthcoming, of course. 

Sandy admitted that he had been drunk on the night 
the Leopard sailed, hence his absence at the critical mo- 
ment. 

But all is well fthat ends well, and such was the ending 
of the case of "The Bradys and the Chinese Dwarf." 
THE END. 

Bead "THE BEADYS AMONG THE 'HANDSHAK- 
EBS'; OE, TEAPPING THE CONFIDENCE MEN," 
which will be the next number (442) of "Secret Service." 

SPECIAL NOTICE : All back numbers of this weekly 
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any 
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by 
mail to FRANK TOT7SEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION 
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies 
you order by return mail. 
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MESMERISM. 

r?o. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of 
Iiseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
<3ugo Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc 

PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
& full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.— Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
axplaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
tading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No. 21t HOW TO HUNT AND FISH. — The most complete 
(hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

, No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. — Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Cull instructions are gjven. in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
ii. complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
tor business, the best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for 
iiseases peculiar to' the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. — A handy 
took for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
Sy C. Stansfield Hicks. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
&nd curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS. — Everybody dreams, 
Erom the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
dives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
tad unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. — Everyone is desirous of 
Knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
Misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
tihe fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
Br the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
t)y aid. of moles, marks, scars, etc Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No. (J. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. — Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
ftealthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
Income strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
En this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 
Snt positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
fthese useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
jjrithout an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — Containing full 
ftostructioms for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Smbracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
14 handy and useful book. 

No., 34. HOW TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
Gracing and the use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
UMittona in fencing. A complete book. 

• • TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 81. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Containing 
Explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
fit card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
als«ijht-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
CytclaU? jjrsptrac sards. By Professor HaSner, Illustrated. 



No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Em 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated, 

MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great book of magic anffl 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all thetteading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sigb.6 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and tat 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.— Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before toe 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Containing ovef 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals, 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND. — Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.— Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. — Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A, 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART. — Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. AnderooB. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR. — Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism,, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Containing fulS 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS. — Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, JEolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other mr.sical instruments; together with a brief d*> 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient OP 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.— Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS. — Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Trick*. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.— A most com> 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letter*, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES. — Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects? 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.— = 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects J 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS. — A wonderful littlt 
book, telling you how to writ© to your sweetheart, your father 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any 
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young 
lady in the land should have this book. * >. 

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLz .—€««» 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost tany snbjsotfl 
also rule* for punctuation and composition, witfc 9$*«lieui ;jitSaofc 



THE STAGE. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OP NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by > the 
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. — 
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE 
AND JOKE BOOK. — Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES. — This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR. — Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK. — Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages ; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.— Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

No. SO. HOW TO COOK. — One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. ■ It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 

cooks 

No.' 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will feach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as 'parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 

* ELECTRICAL. < 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTEICITY. — A de- 
icription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
e*c. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES. — Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, an4 many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
Ey R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS. — Containing a 
large colleetion-of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.— By Harry 

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY. — A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES. — A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, jetc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS. — Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.— A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage. Casino, Forty- Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw / Poker, 
Auction Pitch. All Fours, and manv other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE. — It 

is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There's happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing the rules and etiquette 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
in the drawing-room. 

1 DECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
• — Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
With many standard readings. 



No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.— Containing foul- 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most 
simple and concise manner possible. • 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 

SOCIETY. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. — The arts and wiles of flirtation art 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 
little, book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.— A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. I 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS. — Containing full instruction in the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tht 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. *1& HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL. — One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.— Handsomely illustrated and! 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS. — A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO' MAKE AND SET TRAPS. — Including hintt 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 
Keene. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— A 
yaluable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. ** 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. — Giving con*» 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. — A useful and In- 
structive .book, giving a complete • treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thin 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A complete hand-book fofl 
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc.. etc. 

No. 84. HOW TO BECOME AJf AUTHOR. — Containing 'fuH 
information regarding' choice of subjects, the use of words and th« 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com- 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 
Hiland. „ ■ . 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. — A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical^ information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments .common to every 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.— Con- 
taining valuable information regarding, the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE. — By Old King Brady* 
the world-known detective. In which he lays- down some valuabW 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work ft; 
also how to make Ehotographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing full explanations bow to gain admittance, 
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, 'author 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete in- 
structions of ,how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a hoy 
should know to become an officer in the United States NaVy. Gain- 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become • 
West Point Military Cadet." 
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CONTAINS ALL SORTS OF STORIES. EVERY STORY COMPLETE. 
32 PAGES. BEAUTIFULLY COLORED COVERS. PRICE 5 CENTS. 



LATEST ISSUES: 

405 Dick, the Apprentice Boy ; or, Bound to be an Engineer. (A 

Story of Railroad Life.) By Jas. C. Merritt. 

406 Kit Carson, Jr., In the Wild Southwest ; or, The Search for a 

Lost Claim. By An Old Scout. 

407 The Rivals of Round Top Academy ; or, Missing from School. 

By Allyn Draper, 

408 Jack Mason's Million ; or, A Boy Broker's Luck in Wall Street. 

By H. K. Shaekleford. 

409 The Lost City of the Andes ; or, The Treasure of the Volcano. 
(A Story of Adventures in a Strange Land.) By Richard R. Mont- 
gomery. 

410 The Rapidan Rangers ; or, General Washington's Boy Guard. (A 

Story of the American Revolution.) By Gen'l. James A. Gor- 
don. 

411 "Old Put" ; or, The Fire Boys of Brandon. By Ex-Fire Chief War- 

den. 

412 Dead Game ; or, Davy Crockett's Double. By An Old Scout. 

413 Barnum's Young Sandow ; or, The Strongest Boy in the World. 

By Berton Bertrew. 

414 Halsey & Co. ; or, The Young Bankers and Speculators. By H. K. 

Shaekleford. 

415 Alow and Aloft ; or, The Dashing Boy Harpooner. By Capt. 

Thos. H. Wilson. 

416 The Meteor Express ; or, The Perilous Run of a Boy Engineer. By 

Jas. C. Merritt. 

417 Buttons; or, Climbing to the Top. (A Story of a Bootblack's 

Luck and Pluck.) By Allyn Draper. 

418 The Iron Grays ; or, The Boy Riders of the Rapidan. By Gen'l. 

Jas. A. Gordon. 

419 Money and Mystery ; or, Hal Hallerton's Tips in Wall Street. 

■By H. K. Shaekleford. 

420 The Boy Sultan ; or, Searching for a Lost Diamond Mine. By 

Allan Arnold. 

421 Edgewood No. 2 ; or, The Only Boy in the Fire Company. By 

Ex-Fire-Chief Warden. 

422 Lost on a Raft ; or, Driven from Sea to Sea. By Captain Thos. 

H. Wilson. 

423 True as Steel ; or, Ben Bright, the Boy Engineer. By Jas. C. 

Merritt. 

424 Ed, the Errand Boy; or, Working His Way in the World. By 

Howard Austin. 

425 Pawnee Bill in Oklahoma; or, Fighting with the White Chief. By 

An Old Scout. 

426 Percy Greville, the Scout of Valley Forge. By Gen'l. Jas. A. Gor- 

don. (A Story of the American Revolution.) 

427 Bulls and Bears ; or, A Bright Boy's Fight With the Brokers of 

Wall Street. By H. K. Shaekleford. 

428 The Dead Shot Rangers ; or. The Boy Captain of the Home De- 

fenders. (A Story of the American Revolution.) By Gen'l. Jas. 
A. Gordon. 

429 Lost in the Grassy Sea ; or, Three Years in the Sargasso. By 

Capt. Thoa H. Wilson. 

430 Tom Porter's Search ; or, The Treasure of the Mountains. By 

Richard R. Montgomery. 

431 Through Smoke and Flame ; or, The nival Firemen of Irvington. 

By Ex-Fire-Chief Warden. 

432 Exile No. 707 : or, The Boys of the Forgotten Mine. (A Story of 

Russia and Siberia.) By Allan Arnold. 

433 Steel Blade, The Boy Scout of Fort Ridgely ; or, The War Trail 

of the Sioux. By An Old Scout. 

434 From Engineer to President ; or, Working His Way Up. By Jas. 

C. Merritt. 

435 Lucky Luke ; or, A Bright Boy's Career in Wall Street. By H. K. 

Shaekleford. 

436 The Prince of the Prairie; or, The Boy Who Owned it All. By 

An Old Scout. 

437 Herman, the Boy Magician; or, On the Road With a Variety 

Show. By Berton Bertrew. 

438 Tom Barry of Barrington ; or, The Hero of No. 4. By Ex-Fire- 

Chief Warden. 



439 The Spy of Spuyten Duyvll ; or, The Boy With a Charmed Life. 

By Gen. Jas. A. Gordon. 

440 Two Yankee Boys Among the Kaffirs ; or, The Search for King 

Solomon's Mines. By Ailyn Draper. 

441 The Arctic Crusoes ; or, Lost at the World's End. By Howard 

Austin. 

442 Rob Ralston's Run ; or, The Perilous Career of a Boy Engineer. 

By Jas. C. Merritt. 

443 Jack Dacre's Dollar, And How He Made it Grow. By H. K. 

Shaekleford. 

444 The Boy Fire King; or, Barnum's Brightest Star. By Berton 

Bertrew. 

445 Fearless Frank, The Brave Boy Fireman, And How He Won His 

Fame. By Ex-Fire-Chief Warden. 

446 Under the Black Flag ; or, The Buried Treasure of the Seven 

Isles. By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. 

447 The Rise of Eddie Dunn ; or, The Boy With a Silver Tongue. 

By Allan Arnold. 

448 Little Lariat, The Boy Wild-Horse Hunter; or, The Dashing 

Rider of the Staked Plains. By An Old Scout. 

449 The Boy Railroad King; or, Working His Way to the Top. By 

Jas. C. Merritt. 

450 Loyal to the Last ; or, Fighting for the Stars and Stripes. By 

Gen'l. James A. Gordon. 

451 Dick Decker, the Brave Young Fireman. By Ex-Fire-Chief War- 

den. 

452 Buffalo Charlie, the Young Hunter. (A True Story of the West.) 

By An Old Scout. 

453 The Two Boy Brokers ; or, From Messenger Boys to Millionaires. 

By A Retired Banker. 

454 Under the Turban ; or, A Yankee Boy's Trip to Mecca. By 

Allyn Draper. 

455 Little Lou, the Pride of the Continental Army. By Gen'l. Jas. A. 

Gordon. 

456 The Boy Merchant ; or, The Pluck and Luck of Harry Graham. 

By H. K. Shaekleford. 

457 Railroad Ralph, the Boy Engineer. By Jas. C. Merritt. 

458 The Boy Pilot of Lake Michigan. By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. 

459 That Boy of Barton's ; or, The Luck of a Lad in Wall Street. 

By H. K. Shaekleford. 

460 Lost in the Blizzard ; or, The Snow-Bound School Boys. By 

Howard Austin. 

461 Driven Ashore in Lost Latitudes ; or, The Strange Story of the 

Skeleton Island. By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. 

462 The Boss of the Messenger Boys ; or, Born to Good Luck. By 

Richard Montgomery. 

463 The Irish Rip Van Winkle ; or, The Wild Man of the Round 

Tower. By Allyn Draper. 

464 Lost at the Pole ; or, The Secret of the Arctic Circle. By Berton 

Bertrew. 

465 Rupert of Roanoke; or, The Boy Rangers of the American Revo- 

lution. By Gen'l. James A. Gordon. 

466 Castaway Castle ; or, The Home of the Lost Explorers. By Allan 

Arnold. 

467 The Boy Prospectors; or, The Trail of the CIub-Foot Bear. By 

An Old Scout. 

468 The Wreck of the "Columbus" ; or, Abandoned in the Ice. By 

Howard Austin. 

469 Among the Gauchos; or, A Yankee Boy in South America. By 

Richard R. Montgomery. 

470 The Quaker Boy Spy ; or, General Washington's Best Aide. A 

Story of the American Revolution. By Gen'l. Jas. A. Gordon. 

471 Cal Carter, the Boy Lawyer; or, A Fee of One Million Dollars. 

By Allan Arnold. 

472 The Board of Trade Boys ; or, The Young Grain Speculators of 

Chicago. By A Retired Broker. 

473 Haunted; or, The Curse of Gold. By H. K. Shaekleford. 

474 A Sawdust Prince ; or, The Boy Bareback Rider. By Berton 

Bertrew. 
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SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES. 

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY 



LATEST ISSUES: 

380 The Bradys' Ten-Trunk Mystery ; or, Working for the Wabash 

Road. 

381 The Bradys and Dr. Uing ; or, Dealing With a Chinese Magician. 

382 The Bradys and "Old King Copper" ; or, Probing a Wall Street 

Mystery. 

883 The Bradys and the "Twenty Terrors" ; or, After the Grasshopper 

Gang. 

884 The Bradys and Towerman "10" ; or, The Fate of the Comet 

Flyer. 

385 The Bradys and Judge Jump ; or, The "Badman" From Up the 
River. 

886 The Bradys and Prince Hi-Ti-Li ; or, The Trail of the Fakir of 
'Frisco. 

S87 The Bradys and "Badman Bill" ; or, Hunting the Hermit of 
Hangtown. 

388 The Bradys and "Old Man Money" ; or, Hustling for Wall Street 

Millions. 

389 The Bradys and the Green Lady ; or, The Mystery of the Mad- 

house. 

390 The Bradys' Stock Yards Mystery ; or, A Queer Case from Chi- 

cago. 

391 The Bradys and the 'Frisco Fire Fiends ; or, Working for Earth- 

quake Millions. 

392 The Bradys' Race With Death ; or, Dealings With Dr. Duval. 

393 The Bradys and Dr. Sam-Suey-Soy ; or, Hot Work on a Chinese 

Clew. 

394 The Bradys and "Blackfoot Bill" ; or, The Trail of the Tonopah 

Terror. 

395 The Bradys and the "Lamb League" ; or, After the Five Fakirs 

of Wall Street. 

396 The Bradys' Black Hand Mystery ; or, Running Down the Coai 

Mine Gang. 

397 The Bradys and the "King of Clubs" ; or, The Clew Found on the 

Corner. 

398 The Bradys and the Chinese Banker ; or, Fighting for Dupont 

Street Diamonds. 

399 The Bradys and the Bond Forgers ; or, A Dark Wall Street Mys- 

tery. 

400 The Bradys' Mexican Trail ; or, Chasing the "King of the Mesa." 

401 The Bradys and the Demon Doctor ; or, The House of Many Mys- 

teries. 

402 The Bradys and "Joss House Jim" ; or, Trailing a Chinese Opium 

Gang. 

403 The Bradys and the Girl in Blue ; or, After the Maiden Lane 

Diamonds. 

404 The Bradys Among the "Hill Billies" ; or, A Case From Old 

Kentucky. 

405 The Bradys and the Gold Miners ; or, Working a Wild West 

Trail. 

406 The Bradys' Mysterious Shadow ; or, The Secret of the Old Stone 

Vault. 

407 The Bradys and "Mustang Joe" ; or, The Rustlers of Rattlpjnake 

Run. 

408 The Bradys' Snapshot Clew : or. Traced by the Camera 

409 The Bradys and the Hip Sing Tong ; or, Hot Work on a High- 

binder Ciise. 

410 The Bradys and "Mr. Mormon" : or, Secret Work in Salt Lake 

City. 

411 The Bradys and the Cellar of Death ; or, Ferreting out the Bos- 

ton Crooks. 

412 The Bradys' Lake Front Mystery ; or, A Queer Case from Chi- 

cago. 
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413 The Bradys and the Dumb Millionaire ; or, The Latest Wall 

Street Lamb. 

414 The Bradys' Gold Field Game ; or, Rounding up the Nevada Mine 

Brokers. 

415 The Bradys and Dr. Hop Low ; or, The Deepest Mott Street Mys- 

tery. 

416 The Bradys and the Beaumont Oil King ; or, Three "Bad" Men 

from Texas. 

417 The Bradys and the Prince of Persia ; or, After the Tuxedo 

Crooks. 

418 The Bradys and Captain Darke ; or, The Mystery of the China 

Liner. 

419 The Bradys and the Canton Prince ; or, Working for the Chinese 

Minister. 

420 The Bradys and "Diamond Don" ; or, The Gem Smugglers of 

the "Arctic." 

421 The Bradys and Banker Banks ; or, Caught on a Wall Street 

Clew. 

422 The Bradys in Little 'Frisco ; or, The Case of Ting Long Lee. 

423 The Bradys and the Check Raisers ; or, After a Wall Street Gang. 

424 The Bradys and the Bad Land Bears ; or, The Bone Hunters ot 

South Dakota. 

425 The Bradys and the Car Crooks : or, Working Tor the Frisco Line. 

426 The Bradys and the "Queen of the West" ; or, Trailing the Ari- 

zona Gem Thieves. 

427 The Bradys and the Wall Street Money Fakirs ; or, The Mys- 

terious Mr. Mix. 

428 The Bradys and the Chink Smugglers ; or, The Hurry Call to 

Canada. 

429 The Bradys and Kid Joaquin ; or, The Greasers of Robbers* Can- 

yon. 

430 The Bradys and Gump High ; or, The Mystery of the Ruined 

Joss House. 

431 The Bradys and the River Pirates ; or, After the Dock Rats" 

Gang. 

432 The Bradys and the Silent Five ; or, The Secrets of Shadyside 

Hall. 

433 The Bradys and the Opium King ; or, Braving the Perils of Peli 

Street. 

434 The Bradys' Bleecker Street Mystery ; or, The House With a 

Hundred Doors. 

435 The Bradys Among the Frisco Gold Thieves ; or, The Black Band 

of Old Dupont Street. 

436 The Bradys and the Doctor's Death League ; or, The Mystery of 

the Boy in Red. 

437 The Bradys and the Man Trappers ; or, Hot Times on Whirlwind 

Lake. 

438 The Bradys and the House of Skulls ; or, The Strange Man of 

Five Points. 

439 The Bradys' Daring Deal ; or. The Bargain With Dr. Death. 

440 The Bradys and the Coffin Man ; or. Held in the House of the 

Missing. 

441 The Bradys and the Chinese Dwarf ; or, The Queue Hunte r of the 

Barbary Coast. 

442 The Bradys Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the Confidence 

Men. 
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